Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on Hbrary shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http : //books . google . com/| 









^^^^^^^^^ 








^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 


A 


1 


(lu 


'.. ^-1 




I 




SarbarU tfToUcge libraig 

FROM THE BEqj.-KST OV 

FRANCIS BOOTT 

(CUu ot 1831) 

OF CAMRRIDOK 

A pait oi the income ol Ibe Kiands Bnall Priie 

Fund i« 10 be " enpended in mudi: and 

book) of maiicil liletUuie." 










^g 


1 



/ . 



THE CUPID: 



\ COLLECTION OF LOVE SONGS 



KKI'KINTKI) IKOM Tlir. MUST r.DriluN 



K« \ > 1 1 I I I Ki\ n.i" 1 •»!< >• \.>< h..t.tK-> • '"^ ; V 



1 HI. MokAV I Kl -^ 



i'KKl'.V 



I Nil 



— -^ " 



• • -• — ^ - . ft.... 



THE CUPID: 



A COLLECTION OF LOVE SONGS 



REPRINTED FROM THE FIRST EDITION 



l*RIVATBLY PRINTED FOR SUBSCRIBERS ONLY AT 

THE MORAY PRESS 

DERBY 
189I 



r ' L. 



\.- 






// '-f " <" • y^i / / 



FOREWORD. 



T T was intended at first that this Volume should form 
"^ one of the series issueil under the general title of 
The Moray Library, but a closer acquaintance with 
its contents convinced the Printer that it would not 
be suitable for the general reader ; and he therefore 
decided, rather than withdraw it, to issue a Private 
Impression to Subscribers only. Of the extreme rarity 
of this collection of Love Poems there can be no ques- 
tion, but whether it was worth rescuing from oblivion 
is a matter of opinion. It possesses many of the 
faults of last century's productions, but, on the other 
hand, it may be considered a very fair example of a 
Lover's Anthology one hundred and fifty years ago. 
In conclnsion, the Printer would remark that, had he 
omitted or altered any words or phrases which are not 
in accord with the taste of the present day, he would 
not have been cairying out his undertaking with the 
Subscribers to present them with a word for word 
reprint. M. 
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1 1 8vo on Coloured Paper, numbered 32 to 42 
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100 8vo on Van Gelder Paper, numbered 57 to 156 

288 Fcapu 8yo on Van Gelder Paper, numbered 157 
to 444 
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PREFACE. 



A 



•T^O publish a Collection of Songs, after the World 
^ has been kindly presented with so many already, 
may, perhaps, seem a little needless, if not imper- 
tinent. The only excuse the Editor of these can 
make, is the Novelty of his Design. All the Collec- 
tions which have gone before (now don't think he is 
going to depreciate 'em all, as is usual) are calculated, 
be owns, to please every-body, whilst his humble 
Design is only to entertain one set of People, viz.. 
The Lovers. If the Young and the Fair are pleased, 
'tis all he aims at ; he does not desire the Drunkard, 
or the Reveler, to read his Collection ; it was not 
designed for his Entertainment ; there are no Baccha- 
nalias in it. 

But there is one Thing which he is afraid will be 
urged against him as a Deficiency, and that is, that 
he has not mentioned the Tunes at the Head of each 
SoDg. Now, in answer to this, he humbly presumes 
that any thing less than printing the Tune itself is of 
very little Use ; not to mention the extraordinary 
Information of letting the Reader know that the Song 
is to its own Tune, which is very often all they can 
do, their best Expedient is to tell us, that this Song 

• • • 
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is to the Tune of another Song, and that other to the 
Tune of this; lanthe the Lovely, to the Tune of 
lanthe the Ugly ; and lanthe the Ugly, to the Tune 
of lanthe the Lovely ; which gives just as much Infor- 
mation to the gentle Reader, as the Boy did to him 
that enquired his Name. My Name, says he, is my 
Father's. And what is thy Father's? My Father's 
Name is mine. And what is both your Names ? They 
are both the same. Now he that can find out the 
Boy's Name or his Father's from this Information, 
may find out the Tune of any Song from the above- 
said Directions; but for such as are less cunning, 'tis 
presumed they are no Direction at all. 

All that the Editor has to say, is, to confess that 
there are several Songs in this Collection not so good 
as he could wish, but if there are fewer bad ones in 
it than in any other, he shall think it has some Merit. 
And he further hopes, it will be of some Service to 
the various Kinds of Lovers, with their various Mis- 
tresses. They will here be directed to a Song upon 
almost any Occasion, and suited to almost any Cir- 
cumstance of Temper or Humour the dear Creature 
may be in ; and to vary a little the Words of an old 
Poet,— 

A Song may catch her who set Courtship flies, 
And listening, she may hXl Love's Sacrifice. 
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is to the Tune of another Song, and that other to the 
Tune of this; lanthe the Lovely, to the Tune of 
lanthe the Ugly ; and lanthe the Ugly, to the Tune 
of lanthe the Lovely ; which gives just as much Infor- 
mation to the gentle Reader, as the Boy did to him 
that enquired his Name. My Name, says he, is my 
Father's. And what is thy Father's? My Father's 
Name is mine. And what is both your Names? They 
are both the same. Now he that can find out the 
Boy's Name or his Father's from this Information, 
may find out the Tune of any Song from the above- 
said Directions; but for such as are less cunning, 'tis 
presumed they are no Direction at all. 

All that the Editor has to say, is, to confess that 
there are several Songs in this Collection not so good 
as he could wish, but if there are fewer bad ones in 
it than in any other, he shall think it has some Merit. 
And he further hopes, it will be of some Service to 
the various Kinds of Lovers, with their various Mis- 
tresses. They will here be directed to a Song upon 
almost any Occasion, and suited to almost any Cir- 
cumstance of Temper or Humour the dear Creature 
may be in ; and to vary a little the Words of an old 
Poet,— 

A Song may catch her who set Courtship flies. 
And listening, she may fall Love's Sacrifice. 
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A gentle Warmth 

As Clintor 

At Break of Day 

At Noon in a ... 

AllThoughUof 

Away with Sorrow 

A Swain of Love 

Adieu, ye pleasant 

As when on Mountain 

At length I feel 

As the Snow in Vallies 

Ah! hnghx Belinda 

A certain Presbyterian Pair 

Amongst the Willows 

After the Pangs 

As naked almost 

A Nymph of the Plain 
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THE CUPID. 



THE FEMALE LOVER. 



SONG I. 

Since we, poor slavish Women, know 
Our Men we cannot pick and chose, 
To him we like, why say we no, 
And both our Time and Lover lose ? 
With feign'd Repulses and Delays 
A Lovers Appetite we pall; 
And if too long the Gallant stays. 
His Stomach's gone for good and all. 

Or our impatient, am'rous Guest, 
Unknown to us, away may steal, 
And, rather than stay for a Feast, 
Take up with some coarse, ready Meat 
When Opportunity is kind. 
Let prudent Women be so too ; 
And, if the Man be to your Mind, 
Till needs you must, ne'er let him ga 

The Match soon made, is happy still. 
For only Love has there to do ; 
Let no one marry 'eainst her WHl, 
But stand off whien ner Parents wooe ; 
And only to their Suits be cor : 
For she whom Jointure can obtain. 
To let a Fop her Bed enjoy. 
Is but a lamil Wench for Gain. 



SONG n. 

Farewel, ungratful Traytor, 
Farewel, my penur'd Swain ; 
Let never injur'd Creature 
Believe a Man again. 
The Pleasure of possessing 
Surpasses all expressing ! 
But 'tis too short a Blessing, 
And Love too long a Pain. 

Tis easy to deceive us, 
In Pitv of your Pain ; 
But when we love, ^u leave us. 
To rail at you in vain. 
Before we have descr^d it. 
There is no Bliss beside it ; 
But she who once has tr/d it, 
ynil never love again. 

The Passion you pretended. 
Was only to obtain ; 
But now the Charm is ended, 
The Charmer you disdain. 
Your Love by ours we measure. 
Till we have lost our Treasure ; 
But dyin^ is a Pleasure 
When living is a Pain. 

SONG in. 

Cruel Creature, can you leave me ? 
Can you then ungrateful prove ? 
Did you court me to deceive me. 
And to slight my constant Love ? 

False, ungrateful, thus to wooe me, 
Thus to make my Heart a Prize ; 
First to ruin and undo me. 
Then to scorn and tyranize. 

Shall I send to Heav'n my Pray'r ? 
Shall I all my Wrongs relate ? 
Shall I curse the dear Betrayer ? 
No, aUs ! it is too late. 



Cupid pity my Condition ; 
Pierce this unrelenting Swain ; 
Hear a tender Maid's Petition, 
And restore my Love again. 

SONG IV. 

How cruel are the Tra^ors, 
Who lye and swear in jest, 
To cheat unguarded Creatures, 
Of Virtue, Fame, and Rest ! 
Whoever steals a Shilling, 
Thro' Shame the Guilt conceals ; 
In Love the peijur'd Villain, 
With BoasU the Theft reveals. 

SONG V. 

With tuneful Pipe, and merry Glee, 

Young Waty won my Heart ; 

A blither Lad ye cou'd na see, 

All Beauty without Art. 

His winmng Tale 

Did soon prevail 

To gain my fond Belief; 

But soon tne Swain 

Gangs o'er the Plain, 

And leaves me fiill, and leaves me full, 

And leaves me full of Griel 

Tho' Colin courts with tuneful Song, 

Vet few regard his Mane ; 

The Lasses a' round Woty throng. 

While C^Mi'j left alane: 

In Aberdeen 

Was never seen 

A Lad that gave sic Pain ; 

He daily wooes. 

And still purraes. 

Till he does all, 'tiU he does all. 

Till he does all obtain. 

But toon as he has gain'd the Bliss, 
Away then does he run ; 
And hardly will afford a YJm 
To silly me undone ; 
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Bonny Katty, 

Magpty Beatt^f 

Avoid the roving Swain ; 

His wily Tongue 

Be sure to shun, 

Or you like me, or you like me, 

Like me will be undone. 



SONG VI. 

As Sylvia in a Forrest lay 

To vent her Love alone ; 

Her Swain Sylvander came that Way, 

And heard her dying Moan. 

" Ah ! is my Love (said she) to you 

" So worthless, and so vain ; 

" Why is your wonted Fondness now 

" Converted to Disdain ? 

" You voVd the Light should Darkness turn, 

" E'er you'd exchange your Love ; 

" In Shades now may Creation mourn, 

" Since you ungrateful prove. 

*< Was it for this I Credit gave 

" To every Oath you swore ? 

" But ah I it seems they most deceive, 

" Who most pretend t' adore. 

" 'Tis plain your Drift was all Deceit, 
" The PracUce of Mankind ; 
" Alas I I see it, but too late, 
" My Love had made me blind. 
" For you, delighted I could die ; 
« But oh ! with Grief I'm fUled, 
" To think that credulous, constant I, 
** Should by yourself be kill'd." 

This said — all Breathless, sick and pale, 
Her Head upon her Hand, 
She found her Vital Spirits &il. 
And Senses at a stand. 
Sylvandtr now began to melt ; 
But, e'er the Word was given, 
The heavv Hand of Death she felt. 
And sighM her Soul to Heav'n. 



SONG vn. 

From grave Lessons and Restraint, 
I'm stole out to revel here ; 
Yet I tremble, and I fiiint, 
In the Middle of the Fair. 
Oh ! wou'd Fortune in my Way, 
Throw a Lover kind and gay ; 
Now's the Time he soon might move 
A young Heart unus'd to Love. 

Shall I venture ? No, no, no ; 
Shall I from the Danger go ? 
Oh ! no, no, no, no, no, 
I must not Ut, I cannot fly, 
I must not, durst not, cannot fly. 

Help me Nature, help me Art, 
Why should I deny my Part ? 
If a Lover will pursue, 
Like the wisest let me do ; 
I will fit him if he's true, 
If he's &lse 101 fit him tea 

SONG VIIL 

Last Sunday at St James's Pray'rs, 

The Prince and Princess by, 

I, dress'd in all m}r Whale-bone Airs, 

Sate in a Closet nigh. 

I bow'd my Knees, I held my Book, 

Read all the Answers o'er ; 

But was perverted by a Look, 

That pierc'd me from the Door. 

High TboughU of Heav'n I came to use 

With the devoutest Care ; 

Which gay young Stn^Aom made me lose, 

AjmI all the Raptures tnere: 

He waits to hand me to my Chair, 

He bows with courtly Grace, 

And whispers Love mto my Ear, 

Too warm for that grave Place. 

Love, Love, said he, by all ador'd. 
My tender Heart has won ; 

5 



<fc* * "« 



But I ercw peevish at the Word, 

Desir'd he would be gone. 

He wexrt quite out of Sight, while I 

A kinder Answer meant ; 

Nor did I for my Sins that Day 

By half so much repent. 

SONG IX. 

The Groves, the Plains ; 

The Nymphs, the Swains ; 

The Silver Stream, and cooling Shade ; 

All, all declare 

How fal.se you are. 

How many Hearts you have betray'd. 

Dissembler go, 

Too well I know 

Your fatal, false, deluding Art ; 

To every she. 

As well as me, 

You make an Offering of your Heart. 

SONG X. 

Ye Virgin Powers defend my Heart 
From am'rous Looks and Smiles, 
From hncy Love, or nicer Art, 
Which most our Sex beguiles. 

From Sighs and Vows, and awfiil Fears, 
That do to Pity move ; 
From speaking Silence, and from Tears, 
lliose springs that water Love. 

But if thro' Passion I pow blind. 
Let Honour be my Guide ; 
And when ffail Nature seems inclined. 
Then place a Guard of Pride. 

A Heart whose Flames are seen, tho' pure, 
Needs every Virtue's Aid, 
And she wno thinks herself secure. 
The soonest is betray'd. 
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SONG XI. 

How hard is the Fortune of all Womankmdf 
For ever subjected, for ever confin'd ; 
The Parent controuls us until we are Wives, 
The Husband enslaves the rest of our lives. 

If fondly we love, yet we dare not reveal, 
But secretly languish, compell'd to conceal ; 
Den/d, ev ry Freedom of Life to enjov, 
Asham'd if we're kind, and coodemn'd if we're coy. 

SONG XII. 

Dear Colin prevent my warm Blushes, 
Since how can I speak without Pain, 
My Eyes have oft told you my Wishes, 
Oh can't you their Meaningexplain ? 
My Passion would lose by Expression, 
And you too might cruelfy blune ; 
Then don't you expect a Confession 
Of what is too tender to name : 

Since voors is the Province of Speaking, 
Why should you expect it from me ? 
Our Wishes should be in our keeping. 
Till you tell us what they should oe: 
Then quickly wlnr don't you discover, 
Did your Heart reel such Tortures as mine, 
I need not tell over and over. 
What I in my Bosom confine. 

SONG XIII. 

Pursuing Beauty, Men descry 

The distant Shoar, and long to prove, 

(Still richer in Variety) 

The Treasures of the Ltfnd of Love. 

We Women, like weak Indian* stand 
Inviting, from our golden Coast, 
The wand'ring Rovers to our Land : 
But she who trades with 'em is lost. 

With humble Vows thejr first begin. 
Stealing, unseen, into the Heart ; 
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But by Possession settled in, 
They quickly act another Part. 

For Beads, and Baubles we resign. 
In Ignorance our shining Store ; 
Discover Nature's richest Mine, 
And yet the Tyrants will have more. 

Be wise, be wise, and do not try. 
How he can court, or you be won ; 
For Love is but Discovery, 
When that is made, the Pleasure's done. 

SONG XIV. 

Whv does my Looks my Thoughts betray. 
And sudden Blushes in me fly ? 
Why do I sigh and faint away, 
Since he I love would have me die ? 

Cou'd I but once on him prevail. 
To mingle with his Joys my Smart, 
That he might feel what now I ail ; 
But I'm too young to shew such Art. 

Attractive Cufidf be my Care, 
And look witn Pity on my Pain ; 
Oh ! break the Chains that now I wear. 
Or bind Amintor in the same. 

Haste to thy Mother, tell my Grief, 
To help an harmless injur'd Maid, 
That sne may quickly send Relief, 
And save a Heart that is bctray'd. 

SONG XV. 

Clartnday the Pride of the Plain, 
So fam'd for her conquering Chaxms, 
Repenting her Scorn of a Swain, 
Sat pensive, and folding her Anns ; 
Her Lute, and her shimng Attire, 
Neglected, were laid at her Side : 
While pining with hopeless Desire, 
The Damsel thus mournfully cry'd ; 
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Oh ! cou'd the past Hours but return t 
. When I triumphed in Afigeio^s Heart t 
Clarinda would mutually bum, 
Would mutually suffer the Smart : 
But far from the Plain he is gone, 
Enjoys the sweet Smiles of a Fair, 
Whose Kindness the Shepherd has won, 
And Clarinda no more is his Care. 

How oft at these Feet has he lain, 

Bewailing his sorrowful Fate I 

But all his CompUints were in vain, 

I foolishly doated on State ; 

I longed to be gazed on in Town, 

To sparkle in golden Array, 

By my Dress, and my Chums to be known, 

In the Park, and at ev'ry new Play. 

I thought, without Grandeur and Fame, 
That Marriage no Blessing could prove ; 
Some wealthy young Heir was my Aim, 
And I iX^Aixiidiyoat Angdefs Love: 
Such Madness besotted my Mind, 
I received all his Sighs with Disdain ; 
I regarded his Vows but as Wind, 
And scornfully smil'd at Ms Pain. 

How happy my Fortune had been. 
Could my Reason have conquered my Pride ? 
In Bliss I had rival'd a Queen, 
Had I been my dear Angelo^s Bride. 
With him more Content I had found, 
Than Grandeur and Fanie can supply ; 
For his Fondness my Wishes had crown'd 
With a Passion that never would die. 

I had feasted on innocent Joy, 

On the Pleasures of Kindness and Ease, 

While the Fears which the Great-Ones annoy, 

Had ne'er interrupted my Peace. 

But ah I that glad Prospect is gone. 

His Love I can never regain : 

And the Loss I shall ever bemoan, 

*Till Death shall relieve me from Pain. 

Thus wail'd the sad Nyinph all in Tears, 
When the Swain to the Green did advance. 
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In his Hand his new Consort appears, 
With a Train £aily join'd in a Dance : 
Impatient, and sick at the Sight, 
To the neighbouring Grove she retir'd, 
(Once the Scene of ner daily Delight) 
And fainting, in Silence expired. 

SONG XVI. 

Oh ! think not the Maid whom you scorn. 
With Riches delighted can be ; 
Had I a great Pnncess been bom, 
My Biify had dear been to me : 
In Grandeur and Wealth we find Woe, 
In Love there is nothing but Charms, 
On others your Treasures bestow. 
Give Billy alone to these Arms. 

In Title and Wealth what is lost, 
In Tenderness oft is repaid : 
Too much a great Fortune may cost. 
Well purchased may be the poor Maid ; 
Let Gold's empty show cheat the Great, 
We more real Pleasures will prove ; 
While they in their Palaces hate, 
We in our poor Cottage will love. 

SONG XVII. 

Ah ! whither, whither shall I fly, 

A poor unhappy Maid ? 

To hopeless Love and Misery 

By my own Heart betray'd : 

Not by Alexis Eyes undone. 

Nor by his charming fisuthless Tongue 

Or any practis*d Art : 

Such real Ills may hope a Cure, 

But the sad Pains which I endure. 

Proceed from fanc/d Smart. 

'Twas Fancy gave Alexis Charms, 
E'er I beheld his Face : 
Kind Fancy then could fold our Arms, 
And form a soft Embrace : 
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But since I've seen the real Swain, 
And try'd to fancy him again, 
I'm by my Fancy taught, 
Tho* 'tis a Bliss no Tongue can tell. 
To have AUxis, jret 'tis Hell 
To have him but in Thought 



SONG XVIIL 

As Sparabiiia pensive lay. 

In dreary Shade along, 

With woful Mood, the Love-lorn Maid 

Thus wail'd in plaining Sonjg. 

The Tears forth streaming mmi her Eyes, 

Adown her Cheeks fiut flow : 

Her eyes, ^R^ch now no longer shine. 

Her Cheeks no longer glow. 

Ah ! well a dav I does Colin then 

Make mock of all my Smart ? 

Has he so soon fbrjgjot his Vows, 

Which won my Maiden Heart ? 

Ah Witless Damsel ! why did I 

So soon myself resign ? 

Ah why didst thou, fiilse Shepherd, say, 

Thy Heart should still be mine ? 

Oh ! Co/m, Colin^ call to mind 
What you to me did say. 
As we in yonder Field were laid 
Beneath tne Cocking Hay ; 
Whilst tenderly I stroak'd thy Cheeks, 
My Apron o'er thee spread, 
Snatch'd hasty Kisses from thy Lipc, 
And lull'd thy leaning Head. 

Did you not swear, that Hounds should first 

With tim'rous Hares unite ; 

The Fox with Geese, with Lambs the Dog, 

And with the Hen the Kite : 

The Moon (that roves like thee) shou'd &il. 

The Stitfs bieniffhted prove. 

The Sun (that bums like me) shou'd cease 

To shine e'er thou to love ? 
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Oh ! then let wide Confusion reign, 

The Hound with Hares unite ; 

The Fox with Geese, with Lambs the Dog, 

And with the Hen the Kite : 

Thou Sun, no more with Glory shine. 

Ye Stars extinguished be ; 

Drop down, thou Moon, and fall to Earth, 

For Coim*s hist to me. 

The Damsel thus, with Eyes brim-lull, 

Rehearsed her piteous Woes, 

When she perceiv'd her fiuiing Life 

Draw near, alas ! its Qose. 

But first, forewam*d by me, poor Maid ! 

Ah ! Maid no more, she cry*d, 

Ye Lasses all, shun flatt'ring Swains ; 

Then closed her Eyes and dy'd. 

SONG XIX. 

Young I am, and yet unskilled 
How to make a Lover yield : 
How to keep, or how to gain ; 
When to love, and when to feign. 
Take me, take me, some of you. 
While I yet am youn^ and true ; 
E'er I can my Soul disguise. 
Heave my Breasts, and roll my Eyes. 
Stay not till I learn the Way, 
How to lie and to betray : 
He that has me first is bless'd. 
For I nunr deceive the rest. 
Cou'd I fmd a blooming Youth, 
Full of Love, and full of Truth ; 
Brisk and of a janty Mien, 
I should long to be Fifteen. 

SONG XX. 

In vain poor Damon prostrate lies. 
And humblv trembles at my Feet, 
While pleading Looks, and begging Sighs 
With moving Eloquence entreat. 
Pity persuades my trembling Breast, 
That Pains so great should be redressed. 
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But some strange Whisper intercedes, 
And tells me I must let him wait, « 

And makes him seal restrictive Deed8> 
E'er I admit him to mv State. 
Women should tilumph whilst they can, 
Since Marriage makes 'em Slaves to Man. 

SONG XXI. 

Genteel in Personage, 
Conduct and Equipage, 
Noble by Heritage, 
Generous and Free ; 
Brave, not romantick ; 
Leam'd, not pedantick ; 
Frolick, not frantick ? 
This must be he. 

Honour maintaining. 
Meanness disdaining. 
Still entertaining. 
Engaging and new : 
Neat but not finical ; 
Sage but not cynical ; 
Never tyrannioU, 
But ever true. 

SONG XXII. 

Stftphon when you see me fly. 
Let not this your Fear create. 
Maids may be as often shye 
Out of Love as out of Hate : 
When from you I flye away. 
It is because I dare not stay. 
Did I out of Hatred run. 
Less vou'd be my Pain and Care ; 
But the Youth I love, to shun. 
Who can such a Trial bear ? 
Who, that such a Swain did see. 
Who could love and flye like me ? 
Cruel Duty bid me go, 
Gentle Love Commands me stay ; 
Duty's still to Love a Foe, 
Shall I Thb, or That obey ! 
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Duty firowns and Cupid smiles, 
That defends and tlus beguiles. 
Ever by these Chrystal Streams 
I could sit and hear thee sigh : 
Ravished with these pleasing Dreams. 
Oh 1 'tis worse than Death to flye : 
But the Danger is so great, 
Fear gives Wings, instead of Hate. 
Strephon leave me if you love me, 
If you stay I am undone ; 
Oh ! with ease you may deceive me. 
Prithee charming Swain, begone : 
Heav'n decrees that we should part. 
That has my Vows, but you my Heart. 

SONG xxni. 

Girls, besure, make Men secure. 

Be never Coy in Carriage ; 

Put on such Grace, and taking Lure, 

And when he offers Marriage, 

Make no refuses 

And faint Excuses, 

But kindly hug the Proffer ; 

Let Inclination then prevail, 

A seeming Slight may turn the Scale, 

And she will <ue a Maiden stale 

That ever refuses the Offer. 



SONG XXIV. 

Farewel, thou fiilse Philander^ 
Since now from me you rove, 
And leave me here to Wander, 
No more to think of Love : 
I must for ever languish, 
I must for ever mourn ; 
From Love I now am banish'd. 
And shall no more return. 

Farewel, deceitful Traytor, 
Farewel, thou peijur'd Swain ; 
Let never injur d Creature 
Believe your Vows again : 
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The Paision you pretended, 
Was only to obtain ; 
For now the Quurm ii ended. 
The Quurmer you disdain. 

SONG XXV. 

Love's but the Frailty of the Mind, 
When 'tis not with Ambition join'd ; 
A sickly Flame, which, if not fed, expires. 
And feeding, wastes in self-consumii^ Fires. 

'Tis not to wound a Wanton Boy, 
Or Am'rous Youth, that gives the Jov ; 
But His the Glory to have pierc'd a Swain, 
For whom inferior Beauties sigh*d in vain. 

Then I alone the Conquest prise. 

When I insult a Rival's Eyes ; 

If there's Delk^t in Love, 'tis when I see 

lliat Heart which others bleed for, bleed for 

SONG XXVI. 

Tell mv Strephon that I die. 
Let Echoes to each other tell. 
Till the mournful Accents fly 
To Strephon' s Ear, and all is welL 

But gently breath the fisital Truth, 
And soften ev'ry harsher Sound ; 
For Strephon such a tender Youth, 
The softest Words too deep will wound. 

Now Fountains, Echoes, all be dumb. 
For should I cost my Swain a Tear, 
I should repent it in my Tomb, 
And grieve I bought my Rest so dear. 

SONG XXVII. 

Oh fie ! what mean I, foolish Maid, 

In this remote and silent Shade, 

To meet with you alone ? 

My Heart does with the place combine. 

And both are more ]rour Friends than mine : 

Oh ! I shall be undone. 
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A savage Beast I wou*d not fear ; 
• Or, shou'd I meet with Villains here, 
I to some Cave would ran : 
But such inchanting Arts you shew, 
I cannot strive, I cannot go : 
Oh I I shall be undone. 

Ah 1 give those sweet Temptations o*er, 
111 touch those dang'rous Lips no more — 
What, must we vet fool on ? 
Ah ! now I vield : ah ! now I fall : 
And now I have no Breath at all : 
And now I*m quite undone. 

Ill see no more your tempting Face, 
Nor meet you in this dangerous Place ; 
My Fame^ for ever gone. 
But Fame, to speak the Truth, is vain, 
And every yielding Maid does gain. 
By being so undone. 

In such a pleasing Storm of Bliss, 
To such a Bank of Paradise, 
Who wou'd not swiftly run ? 
It you but Truth to me will swear, 
Well meet again, nor do I care 
How oft I am undone. 

SONG XXVIII. 

Whilst Strephon in his Pnde of Youth, 
To me alone professed 
Dissembled Passion, dress'd like Truth, 
He triumphed in my Breast. 

I lodg'd him near my yielding Heart, 
Den)rd him not my Arms ; 
Deluded by his pleasing Art, 
Transported witn his Charms. 

The Wanderer now I lose, or share 
With every lovely Maid : 
Who makes the Heart of Man her Care, 
Shall have her own betray'd. 

Our Charms on them we vainly prove, 
And think we Conquest gain ; 
Where one a Victim falls to Love, 
A thousand Tyrants reign. 
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SONG XXIX. 

From Place to Place, forlorn I 00, 
With down-cast Eyes, a silent uiade ; 
Forbidden to declare my Woe, 
To speak, till spoken to, afiraid. 

Me, to the Youth who caus'd my Grief, 
My too consenting Looks betray ; 
He loves, but gives me no Relief, 
Why speaks not he who may ? 

SONG XXX. 

What ! put off with one Denial ? 
And not make a Second Trial ? 
You might see my Eyes consenting. 
All about me was relenting : 
Women oblifi^ed to dwell in Forms, 
Forgive the Youth who boldly storms. 

Lovers when voo sigh and languish ; 
When you tell us of your Anguish ; 
To the Nymph youli be more pleasing, 
When those Sorrows you are easing ; 
We love to try how nr Men dare. 
And never wish the Foe shou'd spare. 



SONG XXXL 

With Sighix^ and Wishing, and Green-sickness Diet, 
With nothing of Pleasure, and little of Quiet ; 
With Granum*s Inspection, and Doctor's Direction, 
But not the SpedficK that suits my Complexion : 
The Flower of my Age is (ull-blown in my Face, 
Yet no Man considers my comfortless Case. 

Young Women were valued, as I have been tokl. 

In the late times of Peace, above Mountains of Gold ; 

But now there is fighting, we are nothing but slighting. 

Few Gallants in Conju^ Matters delighting : 

"Tb a shame that Mankmd shou'd love killing and slajring. 

And mind not supplying the Stock that's decaying. 
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Unlucky Clarinda to love in a Season, 

When Mars has forgotten to do Venus Reason ; 

Had I any Hand in Rule and Command, 

I*d certainly make it a Law of the Land, 

That Killers of Men, to replenish the Store, 

Be bound to the Wedlock, and made to get more. 

Enacted moreover, for better Dispatch, 
That when a good Captain meets with an o'er match ; 
His honest Lieutenant, with Soldier-like Grace, 
Shall relieve him on Duty, and serve in his Place : 
Thus Killers and Slayers of able good Men, 
Without Beat of Drum may recruit 'em again. 

SONG xxxn. 

If I love a Man for his Money, 

As many have done before, 

Tho' to Night he may call me his Honey, 

Tomorrow nell call me his Whore. 

Then better be frank and free. 
And love him for loving's sake ; 
The sooner we Women agree, 
The better's the Bargain we make. 

Chuse you a dear Man that is kind, ' 
That's generous, ea^ and true. 
And to keep him still in the same Mind, 
Do you keep yourself in the same too. 

If when he begins to change 
You fiercely the Fault reprove, 
He may like others, out of Revenge, 
He ne'er cou'd have lik'd out of Ix>ve. 

To all his Follies be blind, 
^ But mostly to that of roving ; 

When he Ls most cross, be you most kind. 
And teach him to love you by loving. 

If with a hard Word he is vex'd, 
A Kiss will soon heal the Sore ; 
But if not one Kiss, then try the next. 
And if not the next, the next Score. 
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Thus soften him by degrees, * 

And bring him to your Lure : 

By pleasing him, yourself jrou may please> 

Ana when jrouVe half lost him, secure. 

SONG XXXIII. 

Boast not, mistaken Swain, thy Art 
To please my partial Eyes ; 
The Charms that have subdu'd my Heart, 
Another may despise. 

' Thy Face is to my Humour made, 
Another it may firight : 
Perhaps, by some fond Whim betray'd, 
In Odness I delight. 

Vain Youth, to your Confusion know, 
Tis to my Love's Excess 
You all your fancied Beauties owe. 
Which fade as that grows less. 

For your own sake, if not for mine. 
You shou'd preserve my Fire, 
Since you my Swain no more will shine, 
When I no more admire. 

By me indeed, vou are allow'd 
The Wonder of your Kind : 
But be not of my Judgement proud, 
Whom Love has rendered blind. 

SONG XXXIV. 

Alone by a Fountain, 
I press the cold Ground, 
Lest the Rock and the Mountain 
My Grief should resound. 

For the Man that's so dear, 
ni never discover, 
Lest the Echo should hear. 
And repeat to my Lover. 

The Pains that invade me 

I never will tell. 

Lest the World should upbraid me 

With loving too welL 
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If my Truth cannot move, 
No Fondness 111 show ; 
Tis enough that I love, 
And too much he should know. 



SONG XXXV. 

She that wou'd gain a Constant Lover, 

Must at a Distance keep the Slave ; 

Not by a Look the Heart discover. 

Men shou'd but guess the Thoughts we have. 

Whilst they're in doubt, their Flame increases. 
And all Attendance they willpay ; 
When we're possess'd, tneir Transport ceases. 
And Vows, hke Vapours, fleet away. 

SONG XXXVI. 

the Lads of Edinbro, 
They are blith and jolly ; 

Fine as Lairds from Top to Toe, 
Free fra Melancholy. 
Had I one wi me to lig, 

1 would be contented, 
I'd nae longer care a Fig 
What my Kin resented. 

Willie he's a bonny Lad ; 
O I wish he'd Wed me ! 
He shou'd ken Ise nae afraid 
When he gangs to bed me. 
A' Nif ht fong Ise ne'er complain, 
Tho' he jogd me sprightly ; 
But wad buckle too amain 
When he meant to slight me. 

Mither she a Wife has been, 
Fourteen Beams she weaned. 
Time it is I shou'd begin. 
Nature she sae meaned. 
O some Lad of Edinbro, 
Tak me, for I'm fading ; 
If you lag, the Fault's on you 
That I lig a Maiden. 
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SONG XXXVII. 

Tho* Damon is haughty, and seeing to despise 

The FetUrs he lately bias worn ; 

Yet he knows in his Soul, that his PkUliis Eyes, 

Were she willing, cou'd conquer his Scorn. 

Then let not Presumption so blind thee, fond Damon, 

To think that this Humour shall e*er bring my Flame on. 

If he had been humble, obliging and free, 
Perhaps I had pitied his Pain ; 
But, smce Pride and Inconstancy in him I see. 
He shall know he's but lengthened his Chahi : 
For, now I perceive what the Fop does endeavour. 
My Arts shall detain him my Captive for ever. 

SONG XXXVIIL 

When Slaves their Liberty require. 
They hope no more to gam ; 
But yoa not only that (ksire. 
But ask the Power to reign. 

Think how unjust a Suit you make. 
Then yoa will soon decline ; 
Your Freedom, when ^ou please, pray take. 
But trespass not on mme. 

No more in vain, Alcander, crave, 
I ne'er will grant the Thing, 
That he, who once has been my Slave, 
Shou'd ever be my King. 

SONG XXXIX. 

When Lovers for Favours petition. 
Oh then they approach witn Respect ; 
But when in our Hearts they've Admission, 
. They treat us with Scorn and Neglect ; 

*T]% dang'rous ever tp try them. 
So artfuTare Men to deceive, 
*T\% safer, much safer, to fly them. 
So easy are Maids to believe. 
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SONG XL. 

Custom, alas! doth partial. prove. 
Nor gives us even measure : 
To Maids it is a Pain to love, 
But 'tis to Men a Pleasure. 

They freely can their Thoughts explain. 
Whilst ours must bum within : ' 
We have got Eyes and Tongues in vain. 
And Truth from us is Sin. 

Men to new Toys and Conquests fly, 
And yet no Hazard run. 
Poor we are left if wc deny ; 
Or if we yield undone. 

Then equal Laws let Custom find, 
Nor either Sex o|>press : 
More Freedom give to Womankind, 
Or give to Manund less. 



SONG XLI. 

Damon ask'd me but once, and I gave him Denial, 
Intending to snap him the very next Tryal : 
But, alas ! he's oetermin'd to ask me no more, 
And now make his Court to the fair Leonore, 
But ril have a good Heart, since I'm fiill well assur'd 
He ne'er would have taken a Maid at her Word, 
If he had been worth keeping : for this I discover. 
He that takes the first Nay is a very cold Lover. 
If deep were his Wound, if sincere were his Pain, 
I know he'd have ask'd me again and a^n : 
Then adieu, let him go ; for why should I vex ? 
Since if he'd been serious, he'd allow'd for the Sex. 



SONG XLII. 

Where is he gone whom I adore ? 
The God-like Man I see no more ? 
Yet without Rest, his Tyrant Charms 
Rent in my Breast still new Alarms. 
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Assist, dear Honour, take my Part, 
Or I am lost with all my Art ; 
Tear his Idea from my Breast, 
Tho' with it I am more than blest 

My Reason too, prepare your Arms, 
L^t he return with greater Charms ; 
Love's fiual and imprisoned Dart, 
Draw from my tenoer bleeding Heart 



SONG XLHI. 

Too plain dear Youth, these tell-tale £yes 
My Heart your own declare ; 
But for Heav'n's sake, let it suffice, 
You reign triumphant there. 

Forbear your utmost Pow'r to try, 
Nor iiirtner urge your Sway ; 
Press not for what I must deny, 
For fear I shou'd obey. 

But oon'd your Arts successftil prove, 
Wou'd you a Maid undo, 
Whose greatest Failing is her Love, 
And that her Love for you. 

Say would you use that verjr Pow'r 
You from her Fondness claim. 
To ruin in one fisital Hour, 
A Life of spotless Fame ? 

Ah ! cease my Dear, to do an 111 
Because perhaps you may ; 
But rather try your utmost skill 
To save me toan betray. 

Be voD yourself my Virtu's Guard, 
Defend, and not pursue, 
Since 'tis a Task, for me too hard. 
To strive with Love and yon. 
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SONG XLIV. 

Twas when the Seas were roaring, 

With hollow BlasU of Wind, 

A Damsel lay deploring, 

All on a Rock reclined. 

Wide o'er the foaming Billows 

She cast a wishfid hocik, 

Her Head was crown'd with Willows, 

That trembled o'er the Brook. 

Twelve Months were gone and over, 
And nine long tedious Days ; 
Why did'st thou, venturous Lover, 
Why did'st thou trust the Seas! 
Cease, cease then, cruel Ocean, 
And let mv Lover rest, 
Ah ! what s thy troubled Motion 
To that within my Breast ? 

The Merchant robb'd of Treasure, 
Views Tempests in Despair ; 
But what's the Loss of Treasure, 
To losing of my Dear I 
Should you some Coast be laid on, 
Where Gold and Di'mond's grow. 
You'd find a richer Maiden, 
But none that loves you so. 

How can they say that Nature 
Hath nothix^ made in vain ? 
Why then beneath the Water 
Dotn hideous Rocks remain ? 
No Eyes those Rocks discover. 
That lurk beneath the Deep, 
To wreck the Wand'ring Lover, 
And leave the Maid to Weep. 

All melancholy lying * 

Thus wail'd she for her Dear, 
Repaid each Blast with Sighing, 
Each Billow with a Tear, 
When o'er the wide Waves stooping, 
His floating Corps she spy'd ; 
Then, like a Lilly drooping, 
She bow'd her Head and dy'd. 
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SONG XLV. 

Oh ! ni have a Husband, ay many» 
For why should I longer tarry, 
For why should I longer tarry 
Than other brisk GirU have dooe ? 

For, if I stay, 

TUl I grow grey, 

Theyll call me old Maid, 

And fusty old Jade. 
So I'll no longer tarry. 
But I'll have a Husband, ay marry. 
If Money will buy me one. 

My Mother she says I'm too coming. 
And still in my Ears she is drumming, 
And still in my Ears she is drumming. 
That I such vain Thoughts should shun 

My Sisters they cry, 

O fie ! and oh fie ! 

But yet I can see, 

Thefn as coming as me : 
So let me have Husbuids in i^enty, 
I'd rather have twentv times twenty. 
Than die an old Maia undone. 



SONG XLVI. 

Tho* Ladies look gay, when of Beauty they boast, 
And Misers are envv'd, when Wealth is increas'd ; 
The Vapours oft kill all the Joys of a Toast, 
And the Miser's a Wretch, when he pays for the Feast. 

The Pride of the Great, of the Rich, of the Fair, 

My Pity bespeak, but Envy can't move ; 

My Thoughts are no fiurther aspiring. 

No more mv fond Heart is desiring. 

Than Freeoom, Content, and the Man that I love. 

SONG XLVII. 

How wretched b a Woman's Fate, 
No happy Chan^ her Fortune knows ; 
Subject to Man m every State, 
How can she then be free from Woes ? 

as 



In Vouth a Father's stern Commands, 
And jealous Eves control her Will ; 
A Lordly Brother watchful stands 
To keep her closer Captive still. 

The Tyrant Husband next appears. 
With awfiil and contracted Brow ; 
No more a Lover's Form he wears. 
Her Slave's become her Sov'reign now. 

If from this &tal Bondage fr«e, 
And not by Marriage Chains confin'd, 
She, blest with single Life, can see 
A Parent fond, a Brother kind. 

Yet Love usurps her tender Breast, 
And points a Phaenix to her Eyes ; 
Some darling Youth disturbs her Rest, 
And {Munful Sighs in Secret rise. 

O, cruel Powers, since you've design'd 
That Man, vain Man, snou'd bear the sway. 
To a Slave's Fetters add a slavish Mind, 
That I may cheerfully your Will obey. 

SONG XLVIII. 

Is there on Earth a Pleasure 
Dearer than Virtue's Fame ? 
In vain's the real Treasure, 
When we have lost the Name. 

Then let each Maid maintain it, 
'Twill ask the nicest Care ; 
Once lost, she'll ne'er regain it. 
All, all is then Despair. 
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THE ADMIRING LOVER. 



SONG I. 

When Fan$ty^ blooming Fair, 
First caught my ravish'd Sight, 
Pleas'd with her Shape and Air, 
I felt a strange Deligbt 
Whilst eagerly I gand. 
Admiring every Aurt, 
And evei)r Feature prais'd. 
She stole into my Heart 

In her bewitching Eyes, 
Ten thousand Lx^es appear ; 
There Cupid basking ues. 
His Shafu are hoarded there. 
Her blooming Cheeks are djr^d 
"^th Colour all their own ; 
Excelling fiur the Pride 
Of Roses newly blown. 

Her well-tum'd Limbs confess 
The lucky Hand cijave; 
Her Features all express 
The beauteous Queen of Love. 
What Flames my Nerves invade. 
When I behold the Breast 
Of that too charming Maid 
Rise, suing to be prest. 

Vmms round Fanny's Waste, 
Has her own Ctstus bound ; 
There guardian Cupids grace. 
And dance the Circle rcmnd. 
How happy must he be. 
Who shall her Zone unlose ? 
That Bliss to all but me. 
May Heaven and she refuse. 

27 



SONG II. 

Obienre the nnm'rous Stars which grace 
The fiur expanded Skies, 
So many Charms has Lesbians Fbcc, 
A thoonnd more than Eyes. 

Whene'er the beauteous Maid appears, 
We cannot bat admire : 
But when she speaks, she charms our Ears, 
And sets our Souls on Fire. 

What Pity 'tis a Creature, 
B^ Nature fonn'd so fiur. 
Divine in ev'ry Feature, 
Should give Mankind 



She gases all around her. 
And gains a thousand Hearts ; 
But Ct^^ cannot wound her. 
For she has all his Darts. 



SONG III. 

Bilindt^s blest with ev'rv Grace ; 
See Beauty triumphs in ner Face : 
Her Charms such lively Ra^ display. 
They kindle Darkness into Day. 

When she appears, all Sorrow flies. 
And Gladness sparkles in our Eyes ; 
Around her wait the flutt'ring Loves, 
When graceful in the Dance she moves. 

SONG IV. 

We all to conquering Beauty bow. 
Its pleasing Power admire ; 
But I ne'er knew a Face till now. 
That cou'd like yoon inqnre. 

Now I mav say I met with one 
Amaxes all Mankind ; 
And like Men gazing on the Sun, 
With too much Light am blind. 
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Soft as the tender moviiig Sighs, 
When lonfl^ng Lovers meet ; 
Like the divining Prophets, wise ; 
Like new-blown Roses, sweet : 

Modest, yet ay ; reserv'd, yet free ; 
Each happy Ni^t a Bride : 
A Mein luce aimd Majesty, 
And yet no Spark of Pride. 

The Patriarch to win a Wife, 
Chaste, beautiful, and young, 
Sorv'd fourteen Years a paimnl Lift, 
And never thought it long. 

Ah I were you to reward such Cares, 
And Life so long would stav. 
Not fourteen, but four hundred Years, 
Would seem but as one Day. 

SONG V. 

Tho' Beauty like the Rose 
That smiles on Po/warfk Green 
In various Colours shows. 
As 'tis by the Fancy seen : 
Yet all its different Glories lie 
United in thy Face ; 
And Virtue, like the Sun on high. 
Gives Rays to every Grace. 

So charaung is her Air, 

So smooth, so calm her Mind, 

That to some Angel's Care 

Each Motion seems assigned : 

But ^et so chearful, rorightly, gay. 

The joyful Moments ny. 

As if for Wings they stole the Ray, 

She darteth from her Eye. 

Kind Anurous Cufiids^ while 
With tuneful Voice she sings 
Perfume her Breath, and smile. 
And wave their balmy Wings : 
But as the tender Blushes nse, 
Soft Innocence doth Warm, 
The Soul in blissful Extasies 
Diuolveth in the Charm. 
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SONG VL 

Look where my detr HamiUa mules. 

See bow with all their Artt and Wiles, 
The Lofes and Giaoes arm her. 
A Btush dwells gkmiiig on her Gieeks, 
Fair Seats of yoathfiil Pleasures ; 
There Lore in smiling Language speaks. 
There spread his rof]f Treasures. 

fiurest Maid, I own thy Power, 

1 gate, Isi^ I languish; 
Yet ever, ever will adore. 
And triomph in my Anguish. 

But ease, oh Charmerl ease my Care, 
And let my Torments move thee ; 
As thou art Surest of the Fair, 
So I the dearest love thee. 

« 

SONG VIL 

CiUftf, sore the Gods above 
For our Joys did you oompoae. 
Graceful as the Queen of Love, 
Wanton as the billing Dove, 
Fragrant as the bkmmg Rose. 

Wit and Beauty bodi we find 
Striving which will arm you most : 
Doubly, OUm, thus tou bind. 
Had not Nature made you kind. 
We, alas! were doubly lost. 

SONG VIIL 

Cl^arming FUana^ cast your Eyes 
On the ^ve that's at your Feet, 
See he panting, trembung lies. 
And dare not rise till you think fit. 

But rather, Flaoia^ let him lie ; 
When he, ambitious Slave, b dead, 
Kings will his happy state envy. 
Ami wish they in his Place had laid. 
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Then since to die at Flavians Feet, 
Can thus from Monarchs Envy move ; 
How blest the Youth ! whom she doth meet. 
In all the Extasies of Love ! 

Oh were the mighty Bliss but mine, 
Immortal yi^z;^ would envy me ; 
'Midst heavenly Joys he would repine, 
And own me &r more blest than ne. 



SONG IX. 

Thou only Charmer I admire, 
My Heart's Delight, my Soul's Desire, 
Possessing thee rve greater Store, 
Than were I Lord of Indian's Shore. 

Were every other Woman free. 
And in the World no Man but me, 
I'd single thee from all the rest, 
To sweeten Life and make me blest. 



SONG X. 

So num'rous Flavians Charms appear, 
As may her Form display 
In all the Dresses of the Year, 
And Beauties of the Day. 

Calm and serene, like Spring her Air ; 
Like Autumn soft her Mold ; 
Her Face, like Sumnur, blooming £ur ; 
Her Heart like fVinter, Cold. 

Her Bosom, Cynthia's full-orb'd Light ; 
Her Cheeks, Noon^s Rays adorn ; 
Her Tresses shew the £uling Night ; 
Her Eyes, the rising Mom, 

SONG XL 

My Goddess, Lydim^ heavenly £fur. 

As Lilly sweet, as soft as Air, 

Let loose thy Tresses, spread thy Charms, 

And to my Love give fresh Alarms. 
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1 let me gaze on those bright Eyes, 
Tho' sacred Lightning from them flies, 
Shew me that soft, that modest Grace, 
Which paints with charming Red thy Face. 

Give me Ambrosia in a Kiss, 
That I may wnXJove in Bliss ; 
That I may mix my Soul with thine. 
And make the Pleasures all divine. 

O hide thy Bosom's killing White, 
(The Milky Wa^r is not so bright) 
Lest you my ravish'd Soul oppress 
With Beauty's Pomp and sweet Excess. 

SONG XII. 

Chhe when I view thee smiling. 
Toys celestial round me move, 
Pleasing Visions Care beguiling, 
Guard my State and crown my Love. 

To behold thee gaily shining, 
Is a Pleasure past designing. 
Every Feature charms my Sight. 
But, oh Heav'ns ! when I'm caressing, 
Thrillhig Raptures never ceasing. 
Fill my Soul with soft Delight. 

Oh 1 thou lovely dearest Creature ! 
Sweet Enslaver of my Heart ; 
Beauteous Master*piece of Nature, 
Cause of all my Joy and Smart ! 

In th^ Arms enfolded lay me, 
To dissolving Bliss convey me. 
Softly sooth my Soul to rest ; 
Gently, kindly, oh my Treasure ! 
Bless me, let me die with Pleasure, 
On thy panting snowy Breast. 

SONG xin. 

You meaner Beauties of the Night, 
Who poorly satisfy our Eyes, 
More with your ^f umber than your Light, 
Like common People of the Skies, 
What are you when the Moon doth rise ? 
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You Violets that fint appear. 
By your fine purple Mantles known, 
Like the proud Vurgins of the Year, 
As if the Spring were all your own ; 
What are you when the Rose is blown ? 

You warbling Chanters of the Wood, 
Who fill our Ears with Nature's Lavs, 
Thinking your Passion's understood 
By meaner Accents ; What's your Praise 
When PkUowul her Voice doth raise ? 

You glorious Trifles of the East, 
Whose Estimations Fancies raise. 
Pearls, Rubies, Sapphires, and the rest 
Of glittering Gems ; What is your Praise, 
When the bright Di'mond shews his Rays ? 

* 

So when my Princess shall be seen 
In Beauty of her Face and Mind, 
By Virtue first, then Choice, a Queen ; 
Tell me if she were not design'd 
T' eclipse the Glory of her land ? 

The Rose, the Violet, the whole Spring, 
Unto her Breath for Sweetness run. 
The Di'mond darkened in the Ring, 
If she appear the Moon's undone. 
As in the presence of the Sun. 

SONG XIV. 

Pkillis has such charmine Graces, 
Beauty triumphs in her bye ; 
She was made for the Embraces 
Of some mighty Deity. 
Pkillis has sucn charming Graces, 
I must love her though I die. 

Have a Care, celestial Creature, 
Coyness may your Beauty (udl ; 
You an Aneel are by Nature ; 
Angels by their Pride lost all. 
Have a Care, celestial Creature, 
Lest I triumph in your FalL 
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SONG XV. 

In Ckhris all aoft Channs apee, 
fnchanting Hnmcmr, pow'rfi Wit ; 
Bcan^ firon AffBCtatioii fttt^ 
And fat eternal Empire fit 
Where'er the goes, Lore waits her Eyes, 
The Women envy, Men adore ; 
Bat did die len me Triumph prise. 
She woa'd deserve the Conquest more. 

The Pomp of Lofre so much prevails, 
She bq;s, what none else wou'd deny her ; 
Makes such advances with her Eyes, 
The Hopes she gives prevents Desire ; 
Catches at everv trifling Heart, 
Seems warm with evVy glimmering Flame, 
The common Prey so doids the Dart, 
It scarce can pierce a noble Game. 

I con'd lie Ages at her Feet, 
Adore her, careless of my Fiun, 
With tendicr Vows her fUgoars meet, 
Depair, love on, and not complain. 
My PnsUm £rom all Change secure. 
No Favoun raise, no Fkown controls, 
I anv Torment can endure, 
But Doping with a Crowd of Foda. 



SONG XVI. 

With A^rtnes, Loves, and Graces join*d 
Not Svi in Sd$H ere she sinned, 
CUuistm various Channs out-shined. 
And raised more Admiration. 
Her Stature, Shape, her Mein and Air, 
Her Bosom, Breasts, her Neck and Hair, 
Her Eyes so bright, and Face so £ur. 
Are firai^rhted vath Temptation. 

Ye Sages, say by Flesh and Blood 
How can sudi Beauties be withstood ? 
What Hermit wou'd not, if he cou'd» 
To Wantonness persuade her ? 
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But round her stock of Innocence, 
The flaming Swords of Wit and Sense, 
Turn every Way, in her Defence, 
Against the bold Invader. 

O feirest of the £urest kind, 
Thou perfect Person, purest Mind, 
Behold an amorous Swain resigned 
Entire to your Devotion. 
My Passion's bound thy Virtue's Slave ! 
No lawless Boon 111 dare to crave, 
Nor indiscreetly misbehave, 
Tho' all my Soul's in Motion. 

Yet whilst I melt in tender Sighs, 
O let soft Pity meet my Eyes, 
And gently treat the Sacrifice 
Your Charms have made so vrilling. 
While due Decorum I maintain, 
O kindly use your love-sick Swain ; 
Sustain my Hopes, however vain, 
For Frowns froin you were killing. 

When thus in sacred Friendship blest. 
Each shall create in th' other's Breast 
A Pleasure not to be exprest. 
Nor felt by fcx>lish Rovers. 
How gently then will Life decay, 
And Time unheeded steal away. 
In Conversation good and gay. 
Becoming virtuous Lovers ? 

SONG XVII. 

A Beauteous Face, fine Shape, engaging Air, 
With all the Graces that adorn the Fair, 
If these cou'd £ful their so accustomed Parts, 
And not secure the Conquest of our Hearts, 
Sylvia has yet a vast reserve in store. 
At Sight we love, but Hearing most adore. 

There fidb continued Musick from her Tongue, 
The Wit of Satpho with her artful Song ; 
From Syrens thus we lose the power to fly. 
We listen fit>m the Charm and stay to die. 
Ah ! lovely Nymph, I yield, I am undone. 
Your Voice has finished what your Eyes beguA. 

CI 35 



SONG XVIIL 

FoighrQ, fidr Qrealiiie» Ibrm'd to pleuei 
Foigife a wood'riiig Yooth't Dtmxe : 
ThoSe QMrmSy tboM l^rtuet, idien he aees. 
How can he tee end not tdndie? 



While etch the other itiU improves, 
The fidieit Face, the fidieit Mind ; 
Not, with the Proveib, he that loves. 
Bat he that loves yoQ not is blind. 

SONG XDL 

When Slumtmda shews her Face, 
TIm kiUiDg Air, the melting Grace, 
A thonssnd Lovers round her fly, 
A thoosind on her Beauties die. 

In her smooth Cheeks are gaily spread 
The Lilly's White, the Rose's Red, 
Bat never O&nus of the Spring, 
Sodi Incense as her Breath coald bring. 

What Raptores does her Voice diq)ense I 
How soft the Sounds, how strong the Sense ! 
The Sweetness rooondles the Sinart, 
And while it onoqners, mends the Heart. 

When other Dangers bend the Bow, 
We ^ the Field, or fi^^t the Foe ; 
But here a different turn is found. 
We court the Dart and kiss the Wound. 

SONG XX. 

CAiMr, I cannot say your Eyes 
Did mjr unwary Heart surprise ; 
Nor will I swear it was your Face, 
Your Shape, or anjf nameless Grace i 
Vot you are so entirely £ur. 
To love a Fart Infustice were. 

No drowning Man can know which Droi> 
Of Water hS Ust Breath did stop : 
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So when the Stan in Heav'n apmear. 
And loin to make the Night look clear, 
The Light we no one's Bounty call, 
But the united Work of all. 

He that doth Lips or Hands adore, 
Deserves them only, and no more ; 
But I love all, and every Part, 
And nothinfi[ else can ease my Heart r 
Cupid that Lover weakl^r strikes, 
Who can express what 'tis he likes. 

SONG XXI. 

Without Affectation, gay, youthful and pretty ; 
Without Pride or Meanness, familiar and witty ; 
Without Form, obliging, good natured and hit ; 
Without Art, as lovely as lovely can be. 

She acts what she thinks, and thinks what she says. 
Regardless alike both of Censure and Praise ; 
But her Thoughts and her Words and her Actions are such, 
That none can admire them, or praise them too much. 

SONG xxn. 

Tell me, dear Qiarmer, tell me why 
All other Joys so ouickly cloy. 
All but the Joys of loving thee. 
And they alone immortal be? 
They neither dull the Mind nor Sense, 
Nor lose their pleasing Influence. 

For ever I, with fierce Desire, 
C6u*d gaze on thee, and never tire ; 
My ravished Ears cou*d all Day long 
Feast on the Musick of thy Tongue ; 
And when that fiuls, vet still in you 
I something find that s ever new. 

SONG XXIII. 

Divine Ceciiia^ now grown old, 
Must yield to one of fresher Mold : 
Her Strains brought Angels down to hear. 
And listen with a ravished Ear. 
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But here such Harmony of Shape 
Might tempt them to another Rape ; 
And make them leave their Heav n behind, 
To wed the Daughters of Mankind. 

There needs no Angel from the Skies, 
A real Goddess charms our Eyes ; 
As Venus to ^neas prov'd, 
So look'd, so talk'd, so smil'd, so mov'd. 

When Purcel*s melting Notes she sings, 
Applauding Cupids clap their Wings, 
Mistake her for their Cyprian Dame, 
Her Infant too for one of them. 

She graceful leads the dancing Choir, 
As smooth as Air, as quick as Fire ; 
Now rising like the bounding Roe, 
Now sinks as Flakes of feather'd Snow. 

In Sacred Story may be read, 
How Dancing cost St, John his Head ; 
We here expose a nobler Part, 
For sure no Head is worth a Heart. 



SONG XXIV. 

Liberia's all my Thought and Dream, 
She's all my Pleasure and my Pain ; 
Liberia's all that I esteem, 
And all I fear is her Disdain. 

Her Wit, her Humour, and her Face, 
Please beyond all I felt before ; 
Oh ! why can't I admire her less ? 
Or, dear Liberia love me more. 

Like Stars, all other female Charms 
Ne'er touch my Heart, but feast mine Eye ; 
For she's the only Sun that warms. 
With her alone Id live and die. 

Immortal Pow'rs, whose Work divine 
Inspires my Soul with so much Love, 
Grant your Liberia may be mine. 
And then I share your Joys above. 
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SONG XXV. 

Who would not gaxe away his heart 
On Mariana* s Eyes, 
Did not her high and just Disdain 
The bold Delight chastise ? 

Mirth and Joy she spreads around, 
Like the Sun s chearfiil Light, 
When his returning Beams destroy 
The Empire of the Night. 

Her Beauty with Amazement strikes 
(If with no more) the old ; 
Her Virtue tempers with Despair 
The Youthful and the Bold. 

Her Goodness so disarms her Wit 
Of the offensive Part ; 
Whilst others only charm the Ear, 
She steals the very Heart. 

Let us no more de£une the Fair, 
But learn to praise again ; 
Bright MariatuCs Worth demands 
A new and nobler Strain. 

So to the feathered Kind the Spring 
Restores their wonted Voice ; 
On every Bou^h they sit and sing, 
And court theur new-made Choice. 



SONG XXVL 

Transporting Cloe^ lovely, fiadr. 

How beauteous do thy Charms appear. 

When smiling Graces from thee spring 1 

A thousand Cupids in thy Eyes, 

To touch the Heart with sweet Surprize, 

Their Bows with Vigour string. 

Goddess of immortal Pleasure, 
In thy Arms is Beauty's Treasure : 
Charming Rays around thee shine, 
Roses in thy Cheeks are blowing. 
Music from thy Accents flowing ; 
Love creates thee all divine. 
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SONG XXVII. 

Whilst I fondly view the Charmer, 
Thus the God of Love I sue ; 
Gentle Cupid^ pray disarm her, 
Cupid if you love me, do. 
Of a thousand smiles bereave her, 
Rob her Neck, her Lips, her Eyes ; 
The remainder still will leave her 
Bower enough to tyrannize. 

Shape and Feature, Flame and Passion, 

Still in every Breast will move ; 

More is supererogation. 

Mere Idolatry of Love : 

You may dress a World of CUes^ 

In the Beauty she can spare : 

Hear him Cupid ^ who no Foe is 

To your Altars, or the Fair. 



SONG XXVIII. 

What Beauties does Flora disclose ? 
How sweet are he;r Smiles upon Tkoeedf 
Yet Mogg/s still sweeter than those, 
Both Nature and Fancv exceed : 
Nor Daisy, nor sweet blushing /^ose. 
Nor all the gay Flow'rs of the Field, 
Nor 7\oud gliding gently through those, 
Such Beauty and Pleasure does yield. 

The Warblers are heard in the Grove, 
The Linnet, the Lark, and the Thrush ; 
The Black-bird, and sweet cooing Dove, 
With Music enchant every Bush. 
Come let us go forth to the Mead, 
Let us see how the Primroses spring ; 
We*ll lodge in some Village on Tweed, 
And love while the feathered Folk sing. 

How does my Love pass the long Day, 
Does Moggy not tend a few Sheep ? 
Do thev never carelessly stray, 
While nappily she lies asleep ? 
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Tweed's Murmurs should lull her to rest* 
Kind Nature indul^np; my Bliss, 
To relieve the soft Pains of my Breast, 
I'd steal an Ambrosial Kiss. 

Tis she does the Virgins excel. 
No Beauty with her may compare ; 
Love's Graces all round her do dwell ; 
She's fairest, where thousands are fiur. 
Say, Charmer, where do thy Flocks stray ? 
O ! tell me at Noon where they feed ? 
Shall I seek them on sweet winding Tety, 
Or the pleasanter Banks of the Twudt 

SONG XXIX. 

Cecilia when with artful Note 
You charm th' attentive Ear ; 
And warble from your tuneful Throat 
What Seraphims might hear. 

My Soul in Raptures feels the Song, 
And dwells upon the Sound : 
So Syrens draw the list'ning Throng, 
And please them while they wound. 

SONG XXX. 

Young Annie's budding Graces claim 
Th' inspired Thought, and softest Lays, 
And kindle in the Breast a Flame, 
Which must be vented in her praise. 
Tell us ye gentle Shepherds, have you seen. 
E'er one so like an Angel tread the Green. 

Ye Youth be watchful of your Hearts, 
When she appears, take the Alarm ; 
Love on her Beauty points his Darts, 
And wings an Arrow on each Charm : 
Around her Eyes and Smiles the Graces sport, 
And to her snowy Neck and Breast resort. 

But vain must ev'ry Caution prove, 
When such enchanting Sweetness shines ; 
The wounded Swain must 3rield to Love, 
And wonder, though he hopeless pines. 
Such Flames the foppish Butterfly should shun. 
The Eagle's only fit to view the Sun. 
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She as the opening Lilly fair. 
Her lovely Features are compleat : 
Whilst Heav*n, indulgent, makes her share 
With Angels, all that s Wise and Sweet. 
These Virtues, which divinely deck her Mind, 
Exalt each Beauty of th' inferior kind. 

Whether she love the rural Scenes, 

Or sparkles in the airy Town, 

O happy he ! her Favour gains ; 

Unhappy, if she on him frown. 

The Muse unwilling, quits the lovely Theme, 

Adieu, she sings, and thrice repeats her Name. 

SONG XXXI. 

Ye Minutes bring the happy Hour 
And Cloe blushing to the Bow'r ; 
Then shall all idle Flames be o'er. 
Nor Eyes, or Heart, e'er wander more : 
Both, Cloey fixed for e'er on thee, 
For thou art all thy Sex to me. 

A Guilty is a false Embrace, 
CorintuCs Love's a fairv chase : 
Begone thou Meteor, fleeting Fire, 
And all that can't survive Desire : 
Cloe my Reason moves, and Awe, 
And Cupid shot me when he saw. 

SONG xxxn. 

When first Pastora came to Town, 
The fresh Desires of every Heart, 
Her Innocence so fenc'd her own, 
She laughed at Cupid and his Dart, 

Her Looks might all the World enflame, 
Themselves, yet cold as freezing Snow : 
Which the bold Hand that thinks to tame, 
Soon with the unusual Heat will glow. 

As when a Comet does appear, 
We Stars and Moon no more respect, 
So while Pastora guides our Sphere, 
All former Beauties we neglect. 
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THE SLIGHTED LOVER. 



SONG I. 

Why will Floray when I gaxe, 
My ravished Eves reprove ? 
And hide 'em from the only Face 
They can behold with Love ? 

To shun her Scorn, and ease my Care, 
I seek a Nymph more kind ; 
And while I rove from fiidr to fiidr, 
Still gentle Usage find. 

But oh 1 how £BLint is every Joy, 

Where Nature has no Part ? 

New Beauties may my Eyes employ. 

But you enfisge my Heart. 

So restless Exiles, doomed to roam. 

Meet Pity ev'ry where ; 

Yet languish for their native Home, 

Tho* Death attends them there. 

SONG n. 

Ah stay ! ah turn ! ah 1 whither would you fiie, 
Too charming, too relentless Maid 1 
I follow not to conquer, but to die ; 
You of the fearful are afhud. 

In vain I call ; for she like fieetin? Air, 
When piest by some tempestuos Wind, 
Flics swifler from the Noise of my De^xmr, 
Nor casts one pitying Look behind. 
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SONG III. 

If from the Lustre of the Son, 
To catch your fleeting Shade you run, 
In vain is all your Haste, Sir ; 
But if your Feet reverse the Race, 
The Fugitive will urge the Chace, 
And fblk>w you as £Eiist, Sir. 

Thus, if at any Time as now, 
Some scornful Che you pursue, 
In Hopes to overtake her ; 
Be sure you ne'er too eager be, 
But look upon 't — as cold as she, 
And seemingly forsake her. 

So I and Laura i* other Dav, 
Were coursing round a Cock of Hay, 
While I could ne'er o'er get her. 
But when I found I ran in vain, 
Quite tir'd, I tum'd back again, 
And, fljring from her met her. 

SONG IV. 

Beneath a Beach's gratefrd Shade, 
Young Colin lay comolaining ; 
He sigh'd, and seem'a to love a Maid^ 
Without Hopes of obtaining. 

For thus the Swain indulged his Grief,— 
Tho' Pity cannot move thee, 
Tho' thy hard Heart gives no Relief, 
Yet Peggy 1 1 must love thee. 

SONG V. 

Clor be wise, no more perplex me. 
Slight not my Love at such a rate ; 
Should I your Scorn return, 'twill vex you, 
Love mudi abused will turn to Hate. 

How can so lovely £ur a Creature, 
Put on the looks of cold Disdain ? 
Women were first design 'd by Nature, 
To give a Pleasure, not a Pam. 
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Kindnesi creates a Flame that's lasting, 
When other Channs are fled away ; 
Think then the Time you now are wasting. 
Throw ofl: those Frowns and Lore obey. 

SONG VI. 

Ah 1 the Shepherd's moumiiil Fate, 

When doom*d to love, and doom'd to languish > 

To bear the scomiiil Fair One's Hate, 

Nor dare disclose his Anguish. 

Yet eager Looks, and dying Sighs, 
Mv secret Soul discover, 
Wnile Rapture trembling thro' my Eyes, 
Reveal how much I love her. 

The tender Glance, the red'ning Cheek, 
O'crspread with rising Blushes, 
A thousand various Ways they speak, 
A thousand various Wishes. 

For oh I that Form so heavenly figdr. 
Those languid Eyes so sweetly SBiiling, 
That artless Blush, and modest Air, 
So fotally beguiling. 

Thy every Look, and every Grace, 
So charm whene'er I view thee ; 
Till Death o'ertake me in the Chace, 
Still will my Hopes pursue thee. 

Then when thy tedious Hours are past. 
Be this last Blessing given. 
Low at thy Feet to breath my last. 
And die in sight of Heaven. 

SONG VIL 

Hear me, ye Nymphs, and every Swain, 

111 tell how Ptggy erieves me, 

Tho' thus I languisn, thus complain, 

Alas ! she ne'er believes me. 

My Vows and Sighs, like silent Air, 

Unheeded never move her ; 

At the bonny Bush aboon Traguat'r, 

'Twas there I first did love her ; 
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That Dav she smil'd, and made me glad, 
No Maia seem'd ever kinder ; 
I thought myself the luckiest Lad, 
So s^etly tnere to find her. 
I tried to sooth mv amorous Flame 
In Words that I tnought tender ; 
If more there past Vm not to blame, 
I meant not to offend her. 

Yet now she scornful flies the Plain, 
The Fields we then frequented ; 
If e'er we meet, she shows Disdain, 
And looks as ne'er acquainted. 
The bonny Bush bloom'd fair in May, 
Its Sweets I'll ay remember ; 
But now her Frowns make it decay, 
It fi&des as in December, 

Ye rural Powers, who hear my Strains, 
Why thus should Piiggy grieve me ? 
Oh 1 make her Partner in my Pains, 
Then let her Smiles relieve me. 
If not my Love will turn Despair, 
My Passion no more tender ; 
I'll leave the Bush aboon Traquair, 
To lonely Wilds I'll wander. 

SONG VIIL 

Around the Plaines my Heart has rov'd. 
The Brown, the Fair my Flames approv'd. 
The Pert, the Proud, by turns have loved. 
And kindly filled my Arms. 

I danc'd, I sung, I talk'd, I toy'd. 
While this I woo'd, I that enjo/d, 
And e'er the Kind with Kindness cloy'd. 
The Coy resigned her Charms. 

But now, alas 1 those Days are done, 
The Wrong'd are all reveng'd by one. 
Who like a frighted Bird is flown, 
Yet leaves her Image here. 

O could I yet, her Heart recal. 
Before her Feet my Pride would fall. 
And for her Sake, forsaking all, 
Wou'd fix for ever there. 
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SONG IX. 

Ah Phillis t why are you less tender 

To my despairinc; Amore f 

Your Heart you nave promised to tem/re. 

Do not deny the Retour. 

My Passion I cannot defendre^ 

No, no, Torments increase tous Us Jours, 

To forget your kind Slave is CruelU, 
Can you expect my Devoir! 
Since Phillis is grown infideUe^ 
And wounds me at ev*ry Revoir I 
Those Eyes which were once Agreeable^ 
Now, now, are Fountains of Black Desospirt, 

Adieu to my £dse Esperarue, 
Adieu les Flaisirs des beaux Jours ; 
My Phillis appears at Distance^ 
And slights my unfeigned Efforts : 
To return to her Vows impossible ; 
No, no, adieu to the Cheats of Amours, 

SONG X. 

The Sun had just withdrawn his Fires, 
And Phoebe shone with milder Ray, 
When Thyrsis to the Grove retires. 
As Love had pointed out the Way. 

His trembling Knees the Turf receives. 
His aching Head the Cowslips press ; 
His Breast, that Sighs alone had eased. 
At last gave way to this Address : 

O Queen, that guid*st the silent Hours, 
If e'er Endymion sooth*d thy Pain, 
By all thy Joys in Carian Bow'rs, 
Restore me koscUind again. 

To thee my mournful Plaint I send. 
Protectress of the virtuous Mind, 
Do thou thy chaste Assistance lend, 
Venus is leud, and Cupid blind. 

Behold these Cheeks, how pale, how wan ! 
That once were graced with rosie Pride : 
Dim are my Eyes, their Lustre gone. 
My Lips a purple Hue deride. 
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To wretched me it nought avails, 
That Phoebus self has strung my L3nre ; 
Since Plutus^ worthless God, prevails, 
And only sordid Wealth can fire. 

The Nightingale that pines with Love, 
With melting Notes does Grief suspend ; 
Me Verse, nor sweetest Sounds can move^ 
My Torment she alone can end. 

But hark the Raven's direliil Croak, 
Joined with the Owl's ill-boding Shriek, 
In firightiul consort Fate have spoke ; 
Alas ! my Love-sick Heart will break. 

Too cruel Nymt^, haste, haste away. 
And see your 'Victim prostrate lye ; 
I faint, I can no longer stay, 
O RouUind, for thee I die ! 

SONG XL 

Celia^ that I once was blest 
Is now the Torment of my Breast ; 
Since to cure me, you bereave me 
Of the Pleasure I possest : 
Cruel Creature to deceive me, 
First to love, and then to leave me. 

Had you the Bliss refixs'd to grant, 
I then had never known the want ; 
But possessing once the Blessing, 
Is the Cause of my Complaint. 
Once possessing is but tasting, 
*Tis no Bliss tMt is not lasting. 

Ctlia now is mine no more. 
But I am her's and must adore ; 
Not to leave her will endeavour ; 
Charms, that captiv'd me before. 
No Unkindness can dissever ; 
Love that's true is Love for ever. 

SONG XII. 

Why flies Belinda from my Arms ! 

Or shuns mv kind Embrace ? 

Whv does sne hide her blooming Charms ? 

And when I come forsake the Place. 
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Like some poor Fawn, whom every Breath 
Of Air does so sururize ; 
In the least Wind he fancies Death, 
And pants at each approaching Noise. 

Leave, leave thy Mother's Arms for Shame I 
Nor fondly hang about her ; 
Thou'rt now of Age to plajr the Game, 
And ease a Lover^ Pain without her. 



SONG XIIL 

When wilt thou break, my stubborn Heart ? 
O Death, how slow to take my Part ! 
Whatever I pursue, denies, 
Death, Death itself like Myra fliet. 



Love and Despair, like Twins, 
At the same fatal Birth my Breast ; 
No I lope could be, her Scorn was all 
That to my destin'd Lot cou*d &1L 

I thought, alas ! that Love cou'd dwell 
But in warm Climes, where no Snow fell ; 
Like Plants that kindly Heat require, 
To be maintained by constant Fire. 

That without Hope, 'twou'd die as soon, 

A little Hope But I have none : 

On Air the poor Camelions thrive ; 
Deny*d even that, my Love can live. 

As toughest Trees in Storms are bred, 
And grow, in spite of Winds, and spread ; 
The more the Tempest tears and shakes 
My Love, the deeper Root it takes. 

Despair, that Aconite does prove. 
And certain Death to others Love, 
That Poison, never yet withstood. 
Does nourish mine and turn to Food. 

O ! for what Crime is my torn Heart 
Condemn 'd to suffer deathless Smart ? 
Like sad Prometkmsy thus to lie 
In endless Pain, and never die. 
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SONG I. 

Mistake not, Celia^ the Design, 
When I your Worth proclaim ; 
Or dedicate a Verse of mine. 
To your distinguished Name. 
The Muses were ordain'd to shew 
The Glories of vour Sex ; 
Then why should what is sung of you, 
Your modest Mind perplex ? 

At Thoughts of you, my Muse takes Wing, 

My tender Bosom warms : 

Indulge me then with leave to sing. 

Or lay aside TOur Charms. 

No grateful Answer I desire, 

No Favours I implore ; 

Tis dl I want, or will require. 

Allow me to adore. 



SONG II. 

wh^ did e'er my Thoughts aspire 
To wish for that no Crown can buy ? 
^Tis Sacrilege, but to desire 

What she in Honour will deny. 

As Indians do the Easter Skies, 

1 at a Distance must adore 

The brighter Glories of her Eyes, 
And never dare pretend to more. 
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SONG III. 

I look'd, and I sigh'd, and I wish*d I cou*d speak, 
For I very fain wou'd have been at her ; 
But when I strove most my Passion to break. 
Still then I said least of the Matter. 
I swore to myself, and resolv'd I wou*d try 
Some Way my poor Heart to recover ; 
But that was all vain, for I sooner could die 
Than live with forbearing to love her. 

Dear Celia be kind then ; and since your own Eyes 

By Looks can command Adoration, 

Give mine leave to talk too, and do not despise 

Those Oglings that tell you my Passion. 

We'll look and we'll love, and tho' neither shou'd speak. 

The Pleasure we'll still be pursuing ; 

And so without Words, I don't doubt we may make 

A very good end of this Wooing. 



SONG IV. 

Say cruel Armortt^ how long 

In Billet-doux, and humble Song, 

Shall poor Alexis woo ? 

If neitner writing, sighing, dying, 

Reduce you to a soft complying, 

O ! when will you come to ? 

Full thirteen Moons are now pass'd o'er, 

Since first those Stars I did aaore, 

That set my Heart on Fire : 

The conscious Play-house, Parks, and Court, 

Have seen my Sufferings made you Sport, 

Yet was I ne er the nigher. 

A faithful Lover shou'd deserve 

A better Fate than thus to starve. 

In sight of such a Feast. 

But oh ! if you'd not think it fit 

Your hungiy Slave shou'd taste one bit. 

Give some kind Looks at leasL 
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SONG V. 

My Days have been so wondrous free, 
The little Birds that fly, 
With careless Ease, from Tree to Tree, 
Were but as blest as I. 

Ask gliding Waters, if a Tear 
Of mine increas'd their Stream ; 
Or ask the flying Gales, if e*er 
I lent a Sigh to them. 

But now my former Days retire. 
And Fm by Beauty caught ; 
The tender Chains of sweet Desire, 
Are fizt upon my Thought ; 

An eager Hope within my Breast, 
Does every Doubt controul ; 
And lovely Nancy stands confest. 
The Fav'rite of my Soul. 

Ye Nightingales, ye twisting Pines, 
Ye Swains that haunt the Grove, 
Ye gentle Echo's, breezy Winds, 
Ye close Retreats of Love ; 

With all of Nature, all of Art, 
Assist the dear Design ; 

teach a young unpractis'd Heart, 
To make her ever mine. 

The very Thought of Change I hate. 
As much as of Despudr ; 
And hardly covet to be great. 
Unless it be for her. 

'Tis true, the Passion in my Mind 

Is mixt with soft Distress ; 

But while the Fair I love is kind, 

1 cannot wish it less. 



SONG VL 

It is not that I love you less 
Than when before your Feet I lay. 
But to prevent the sad Encrease 
Of hopeless Love, I keep away. 
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In vain (alas), for erery Thing, 
Which I have known belong to you. 
Your Form does to my Fancv bring, 
And makes my old Wounds bleed anew. 

Who in the Spring from the new Sun, 
Already has a Feaver got, 
Too late begins those Shsifts to shun. 
Which Phaebus through his Veins has shot. 

Too late he would the Pain assuage. 
And to thick Shadows does retire ; 
About with him he bears the Rage, 
And in his tainted Blood the Fire. 

But vow'd I have, and never must 
Your banish'd Servant trouble you ? 
For if I break, you may mistrust 
The Vow I made to love you too. 



SONG VII. 

AUxis shun'd his fellow Swains, 
Their rural Sports, and jocund Strains, 
(Heaven ^ard us all from Cupid *s Bow I) 
lie lost his Crook, he left his Flocks, 
And wand'ring thro* the lonely Rocks, 
He nourish'd endless Woe. 

The Nymphs and Shepherds round him came. 
His Grief some pity, others blame. 
The fatal Cause all kindly seek : 
He mingled his Concern with theirs. 
He gave them back their friendly Tears, 
He sigh'd, but could not speak. 

Clorinda came amongst the rest. 
And she too, kind Concern exprest. 
And ask'd the Reason of his Woe : 
She ask'd, but with an Air and Mien, 
As made it easily forseen 
She fear'd too much to know. 

The Shepherd rais'd his mournfril Head, 
And will vou pardon me, he said. 
While I the cruel Truth reveal, 
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Which nothing from nay Breast should tear. 
Which nerer £onld ofllend your 1^ 
But that you Ind me tell ? 

Tis thus I rove, 'tis thus complain, 
Since you appeared on the Plain ; 
You are the Cause of all my Care : 
Your Eyes ten thousand Dangers dart, 
Ten thousand Torments vex my Heart ; 
I love and I despair. 

Too much Alexis I have heard, 

Tis what I thought, 'tis what I fear'd ; 

And yet I pardon you, she cry'd : 

But you shall promise ne'er again 

To In'eathe your Vows, or spade your Pain : 

He bow'd, obey'd, and dy'd. 



SONG vni. 

When Delia on the Plain appears, 
Aw'd by a thousand tender Fears, 
I would approach, but dare not move ; 
Tell me my Heart, if this be Love. 

Whene'er she speaks, my ravish'd Ear 
No other Voice but her's can hear, 
No other Wit but her's approve ; 
Tell me my Heart, if this.be Love. 

If she some other Swain commend, 
Tho' I was once his fondest Friend, 
That Instant, Enemy I prove ; 
Tell me my Heart, if thib l^e Love. 

When she is absent, I no more 
Delight in all that pleas'd before ; 
The clearest Spring, or shady Grove ; 
Tell me my Heart, if this be Love. 

When arm'd with insolent Disdain, 
She seem'd to triumph o'er my Pain ; 
I strove to hale, but vainly strove ; 
Tell me my Heart, if this be Love. 
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SONG IX. 

If Cormna would but hear 
What impatient Love cou'd say, 
She would banish idle Fear, 
And with Ease his Laws obey ; 
She would soon approve the Song, 
like the Voice, and bless the Tongue. 

Since to Silence I'm confined. 
Sighs and Ogles must declare 
What torments my thoughtful Mind ; 
How I wish, and how despair : 
All the Motions of my Heart, 
Sighs and Ogles must impart 



SONG X. 

Were I to choose the greatest Bliss 
That e'er in Love was known, 
'Twould be the highest of my Wish 
T* enjoy her Heart alone. 

Kings might possess their Kingdoms firee. 
And Crowns unenvied wear. 
They should no Rival have of me. 
Might I reign a Monarch there. 

Hear, Cyntkta, hear the gentle Air, 
But whbper out my Love, 
And prove but half so kind as fsur, 
My Sorrow you'll remove. 

Cynihia^ oh ! let us happy be. 
Unite our Hearts in Love ; 
I'd change not such Felicity, 
For all the Joys above. 

SONG XI. 

When first I saw her graceful move. 
Ah me, what meant my throbbing Breast ? 
Say, soft Confusion, art thou Love? 
If Love thou art, then fiurewell Rest ! 
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^nee doon'd I am to love the Fair, 
TboiM^hopelenofft Winn Return, 
Yet m me not with cold Deqwlr, 
Bat let me live, end let me bum. 

With gentle Smiles ufuife the Plidn, 
Thoee gentle Smiles did &st cieete ; 
And thoodi von cannot love again. 
Id pity, on, rorbear to hate. 

SONG xn. 

Channiiig CZm, look with Pity 
On your odthlttl. Love-sick Swain i 
Hear, oh hear his dolefnl Ditty, 
And relieve his mighty Pain : 
Find yon Musick in hk 
Can yon see him in Distros, 
Wldung, tremUing, panting, dying. 
Yet afibid no kind Redress ? 

Sttn^A^m woo'd by lawless Passion, 
For no Favours ruddy sues ; 
All his Flaine is out of FasUon, 
Ancient Honour from tdm woos* 
Love for Love's the Swain's Ambition, 
But if that is deem'd too great. 
Pity, i^ty his Condition. 
Say at least yon do not hate. 

Shon'd yon, fender of a Rover, 
Practis'd in the Art of Guile, 
Slight so true and kind a Lover, 
Cm», might not SirtpM^m smile ? 
Yes : wdl pleas'd at thy undoing, 
Vulgar Lovers mig^t upbraid ; 
StrtphoH^ conscious of thv Ruin, 
Soon wou'd be a silent Shade. 

SONG XHL 

Where would coy Ammta run, 
From a demiring Lover's Story ? 
When her £yes have Conquests won, 
Why should her Ear refuse the Glory? 

56 



Shall a Slave whom Racks comtraiii, 
Be forbidden to complain ? 

Jjti her icom me, let her fly me, 
Let her Looks her Love deny me ; 
Ne'er can my Heart change for Relief, 
Or my Tongue cease to teU my Grief; 
Much to Love and much to Pray, 
Is to Heaven the only Way. 

SONG XIV. 

I did but look and love a while, 
Twas but for one half Hour ; 
Then to resist I had no Will, 

And now I have no Power. 

« 

To sigh, and wish, is all my Ease ; 
Sighs which do Heat impart. 
Enough to melt the coldest Ice, 
Yet cannot warm your Heart. 

Oh ! would your Pitv give my Heart 
One comer of your Breast ; 
Twould learn of yours the winning Art, 
And quickly steal the rest. 

SONG XV. 

Tho', Phyllis, you scorn my Address, 
Preferring a Rattle that's vain ; 
Yet know 'tis Respect in Excess, 
My Freedom of Speech does restrain. 
O cruel ! consider my Fire 
Bums fiercer the more 'tis depress'd, 
While his in a Flash does expire ; 
He talks of a Passion in jest. 

How oft I've resolv'd when alone. 
In fittest Words that I cou'd choose, 
My Aflection so true to make known 
But Speech in your Presence I lose : 
Still what I am going to say. 
Seems foolish, ridiculous Stufl* ; 
My Thoughts in a Chaos do play ; 
No Expressions arc worthy enough. 
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O, fiurest, your Servant believe, 
This is of true Love the Effect ; 
And what greater Proof can he dve ? 
For where there is Love there's Respect. 
All Scholars in Young Cupid's School 
The Rhet'rick of Tongues still despise ; 
'Tis in Am'rous Converse a Rule, 
To talk the soft Language of Eyes. 

SONG XVL 

PkiUiSf Men say that all my Vows 
Are to thy Fortune paid : 
Alas! my Heart he little knows, 
Who thinks my Love a Trade. 

Were I of all these Woods the Lord, 
One Berrv from thy Hand 
More real Pleasure wou'd afibrd 
Than all my large Command. 

My humble Love has learnt to live 
On what the nicest Maid, 
Without a conscious Bludi, may give 
Beneath a Myrtle Shade. 

Of costlv Food it hath no need, 
And notning will devour : 
But, like the harmless Bee, can feed. 
And not impair the Flow'r. 

A spotless Innocence like thine, 
May such a Flame allow ; 
Yet thy &ir Name for ever shine, 
As doth thy Beauty now. 

SONG xvn. 

The Bird that hears her Nestlings cry, 
And flies abroad for Food, 
Returns impatient through the Sky, 
To nurse the Callow Brood. 

The tender Mother knows no Joy, 
But boads a thousand Harms, 
And sickens for the darling Boy, 
While absent from her Arms. 
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Such Fondness, with Impatience join'd, 
My £uthful Bosom fires ; 
Now forc'd to leave my Fair behind, 
The Queen of my Desires ! 

The Powers of Verse too languid prove, 

All Similies are vain 

To show how ardently I love. 

Or to relieve my Pain. 

The Saint with fervent Zeal inspired 
For Heaven and Joys divine. 
The Saint is not with Raptures fir'd 
More pure, more ¥rarm, than mine. 

I take what Liberty I dare, 
Twere impious to say more. 
G>nvey my Longings to the Fair, 
The Goddess I adore. 



SONG xvin. 

Tell me not, I my Time mispend, 
Tis Time lost to reprove me, 
Pursue thou thine, I have my End, 
So C/cris only love me. 

Tell me not other Flocks are full, 
Mine poor, let them despise me. 
Who more abound with Milk and Wool, 
So Cioris only prize me. 

Tire others easier Ears with these 
Unappertainins Stories ; 
He never felt uie World's Disease, 
Who cared not for its Glories. 

For Pity, thou that wiser art, 
Whose Thoughts lye wide of mine ; 
Let me alone with all my Heart, 
And ril ne'er envy thine. 

Nor blame him who e'er blames my Wit, 
That seeks no higher Prize, 
Than in unenvi'd Shades to sit. 
And sing of CAlan's* Eyes. 
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SONG XIX« 

For many unsuccessful Years, 

At Cvntkia*s Feet I lay ; 

Battering them often with my Tears, 

I sigh'd tmt must not pray. 

No prostrate Wretch before the Shrine 

Of some lov'd Saint above, 

E'er thought his Goddess more divine, 

Or paid more awful Love. 

Still the disdainful Nymph looked down* 

With coy, insulting Pride ; 

Received my Passion with a Frown, 

Or tum'd her Head aside. 

Then Cupid whisper'd in my Ear, 

Use more prevailing Charms ; 

You modest whining Fool, draw near. 

And clasp her in your Arms : 

With eager Kisses tempt the Maid ; 
From Cynthia* s Feet depart ; 
The Lips he briskly must invade, 
That wou'd possess the Heart. 
With that I shook off all the Slave, 
My better Fortunes try'd ; 
Wnen Cynthia in a Moment gave 
What she for Years deny'd. 

SONG XX. 

A gentle Warmth comes o'er my Heart, 
Short pleasing Sighs to blow the Fire ; 
Beauty and Youth can ne'er want Art, 
To heighten eager Love's Desire. 

I sigh and she trembles. 
Yet her Eyes shew some Joy, 
Which she'd fiedn dissemble 
By seeming more coy. 

Pr'jrthec be no more coy, 
Pr'ythec, Cynthia my dear, 
We were made to enjoy 
The sweet Pleasure we fear. 
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SONG XXI. 

As Ciintor and Amilia sat, 
He (simple Swain) in idle Chat, 
And useless Talk, the Time mispent ; 
Which to their mutual, great G>ntent, 
(Had Modesty but left the Boy) 
Had been employed in mutual Joy. 

Her IJps, her Eyes, her Breasts he prais'd. 
Whilst every Charm new Transports rais'd : 
Transports of Tongue ; for that alone 
Made all his Joys and Transport known ; 
Dull Joys I dull Transports ! duller Boy 1 
That could such Time so ill employ. 

SONG XXII. 

At Break of Day, poor Ciladon^ 
Hard by his Sheep-folds walk'd alone ; 
His Arms a-cross, his Head bow*d down. 
His oaten Pipe beside him thrown ; 
When Thersisy hidden in a Thicket by, 
Thus heard the discontented Shepherd cry : 

What is it Celadon has done, 
That all his Happiness is gone ? 
The Curtains of tne Dark are drawn, 
And chearfiil Mom begins to dawn ; 
Yet in my Breast 'tis ever dead of Nicht, 
That can admit no Beam of pleasant lig^t. 

Yon pretty Lambs do leap and play. 
To welcome the new kindled I^y ; 
Your Shepherd harmless, as are you. 
Why is he not as frolick too ? 
If such Disturbance th' Innocent attend, 
How differs he from them that dare offend ^ 

Ye Gods 1 or let me die, or live ; 

If I must die, why this Reprieve ? 

If you would have me live, O why 

Is It with me as those that die ? 

I fiednt, I gasp, I pant, my Eyes are set. 

My Cheeks are pale, and I am living yet. 
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Ye Gods I I never did withhold 

The fiittest Lamb of all my Fold, 

But on your Altars laid it down, 

And with a Garland did it crown. 

Is it in vain to make your Altars smoke ? 

Is it all one, to please and to provoke ? 

Time was that I could sit and smile. 

Or with a Dance the Time beguile ; 

My Soul, like that smooth Lake, was still, 

Bright as the Sun behind yon Hill ; 

Like yonder stately Mountain clear and high, 

Swift, soft, and gay, as that same Butterfly. 

But now within there's Civil War, 

In Arms my rebel Passions are. 

Their old Allegiance laid aside. 

The Traytors now in Triumph ride ; 

That many-headed Monster has thrown down 

Its lawful Monarch, Reason, from his Throne. 

See, unrelenting Sylvia, see 

All this, and more, is long of thee ; 

For ere I saw that charming Face 

Uninterrupted was my Peace ; 

Thy glorious beamy Eyes have struck me blind, 

To my own Soul the Way I cannot find. 

Yet is it not thy Fault, nor mine ; 
Heav*n is to blame, that did not shine 
Upon us both with equal Rays ; 
It made thine bright, mine gloomy Days. 
To Sylvia Beauty gave, and Riches' Store, 
All CeladorCs Offense is he is poor. 

Unlucky Stars poor Shepherds have. 
Whose Love is fickle Fortune's Slave : 
Those Golden Days are out of Date, 
When every Turtle chose his Mate : 
Cupid^ that mighty Prince, then uncontroul'd, 
Now like a little Negro's bought and sold. 

SONG XXIII. 

At Noon in a Sun-shiny Day, 
The brightest Lady of the May, 
Yong Cloris, innocent and gay, 
Set Knotting in a Shade. 
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Each slender Finger play'd its Part, 
With such Activity and Art, 
As wou*d inflame a youthful Heart, 
And warm the most decay*d. 

Her fav'rite Swain by chance came by — 
He saw no Anger in her Eye ; 
Yet when the bashful Boy drew nigh, 
She wou'd have seemed afraid. 

She let her Ivory Needle fidi, 
And hurFd away the twisted Ball : 
But straight gave Strephon such a call, 
As would have raised the Dead. 

Dear eentle Youth, is*t none but thee ? 
With Innocence I dare be free ; 
^ so much Truth and Modesty, 
Ko Nymph was e*er betrayed. 

Come lean thy Head upon my Lap, 
While thy smooth Cheeks I stroke and clap ; 
Thou may'st securelv take a Nap : 
Which he poor Fool obey*d. 

She saw him Yawn, and heard him Snore, 
And found him fast asleep all o'er ; 
She sigh'd and cou'd endure no more, 
But, starting up she said ; 

Such Virtue shall rewarded be ; 
For this thy dull Fidelity 
111 trust thee with my Flocks, not me : 
Pursue thy grazing Trade. 

Go milk thy Goats, and shear thy Sheep, 
And watch all Night thv Flocks to keep ; 
Thou shalt no more be luU'd asleep 
By me, mistaken Maid. 

SONG XXIV. 

Over the Mountains, 
And over the Waves ; 
Over the Fountains, 
And under the Graves ; 
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Over Floods that are deepest, 
Which do Ntptufu obey ; 
Over Rocks tnat are steepest. 
Love will find out the Way. 

Wher there is no PUce 

For the Glowworm to ly ; 

Wher there is no Space 

For Receit of a Fly ; 

Wher the Midge dares not venture 

Lest herself fast she lay ; 

But if Love come, he will enter, 

And soon find out his Way. 

You may esteem him 

A Child in his Force ; 

Or you may deem him 

A Coward, which is worse : 

But if she, whom Love doth honour, 

Be conceal'd from the Day, 

Set a thousand Guards upon her, 

Love will find out the Way. 

Some think to lose him. 
Which is too unkind ; 
And some do suppose him. 
Poor Thing, to be blind ; 
But if ne'er so close ye wall him. 
Do the best that ye may, — 
Blind Love, if so ve call him. 
He will find out tne Way. 

You may train the Eagle 
j To stoop to your Fist ; 

Or you may inveagle 
The Phaenix of the East 1 
The Lioness, ye may move her 
! To give over her Prey : 

I But youll never stop a Lover, 

I He will find out the Way. 



\ 
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THE CONSTANT LOVER. 



SONG I. 

You I love, by all that's true, 
More than all things here below ; 
With a Passion far more great 
Than e*er Creature loved yet ; 
And yet still you cry forbear, 
Love no more, or love not here. 

Bid the Miser leave his Ore ; 
Bid the Wretched sigh no more ; 
Bid the Old be young again ; 
Bid the Nun not think of Man : 
Silvia when you this can do. 
Bid me then not think of you. 

Love's not a Thing of Choice, but Fate ; 
What makes me love, makes yon to hate ; 
Silvia then do what you will. 
Ease, or cure, torment, or kill ; 
Be kind or cruel, fieilse or true. 
Love I must, and none but you. 

SONG II. 

Tell me, tell me, charming Creature, 
Will you never ease my Pain ? 
Must I die for every Feature ? 
Must I always love in vain ? 
The Desire of Admiration, 
Is the Pleasure you pursue ; 
I^ithee try a lasting Passion, 
Such a Love as mine for you. 

Tears and Sighing could not move ]roa, 
For a Lover ought to dare ; 
When I plainly told I lov'd you, 
Then you said I went too isj, 
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Are such giddy ways beseeming ? 
Will my Dear be fickle still ? 
Conquest is the Joy of Women, 
Let their Slaves be what they wilL 

Your Neglect with Torment fills me, 

And my desperate Thoughts encrease ; 

Pray consider if you kill me, 

You will have a Lover less. 

If your wandering Heart is beating 

For new Lovers, let it be : 

But when you have done coquetting. 

Name a Day, and fix on me. 

SONG IIL 

All Thoughts of Freedom are too late. 
Not any new fair Lady's Art, 
Nor both the India's Wealth, nor Fate 
Itself can disengage my Heart. 

Not which kind Heaven forbid I your Hate, 
And that which follows proud Disdain, 
My Passion cou'd at all abate. 
But only make it last with Pain. 

Thus all my Quiet does depend 
On Hopes t'obtain a Smile from you ; 
That so my Love, that knows no End, 
May last with equal Pleasure too. 

SONG IV. 

Give over, foolish Heart, and make haste to despair. 
For Daphne regards not thy Vows, nor thy Pray r : 
When I plead for thy Passion, thy Pains to prolong. 
She courts her Guittar, and replies with a Song ; 
No more shall true Lovers thy Beauty adore ; 
Were the Gods so severe, Men wou*d worship no more. 

No more will I wait like a Slave at thy Door, 

ril spend the cold Nights at thy Window no more ; 

My Lungs in cold Sighs I no more will exhale, 

Since thy Pride is to make me look sullen and pale ; 

No more shall Amyntas thy Pity implore ; 

Were the Gods so ingrate, Men wou'd worship no more. 
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No more shall thy Frowns, or free Humour persuade, 
To court the fair Idol my Fancv has made ; 
When thy Saints so neglected their Follies give o'er, 
Thy Deity's lost, and thy Beauty's no more. 

How weak are the Vows of a Lover in Pain, 

When flatter'd by Hope, or oppressed by Disdain ; 

No sooner my Daphfu's bright Eyes I review. 

But all is forgot, and I vow all anew. 

No more, cruel Nymph, I will murmur no more ; 

Did the Gods seem so fair. Men wou'd worship them more. 



SONG V. 

The last Time I came o'er the Moor, 
I left my Love behind me ; 
Ye Gods ! what Pain do I endure, 
When soft Ideas mind me ? 
Soon as the ruddy Mom display'd 
The beaming Day ensuing, 
I met betimes my lovely Maid, 
In fit Retreats for Wooing. 

Beneath the cooling Shades we lay, 
Gazing and chastely Sporting ; 
We kissed and promis d Time away 
Till Night spread her black Curtain. 
I pitieaall beneath the Skies, 
£v'n Kings, when she was nigh me : 
In Raptures I beheld her Eye, 
Which could but ill deny me. 

Should I be call'd where Cannons, 
Where mortal Steel may wound me ; 
Or cast upon some Foreign Shore, 
>Miere Dangers may surround me. 
Yet Hopes again to see my Love, 
To feast on glowing Kisses, 
Shall make my Cares at Distance move. 
In prospect of such Blisses. 

In all my Soul there's not one Place 
To let a Rival enter ; 
Since she excels in every Grace, 
In her my Love shall center. 
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Sooner the Seas shall cease to flow, 
Their Waves the Alps shall cover ; 
On Greenland's Ice shall Roses blow. 
Before I cease to love her. 

SONG VI. 

Sweet are the Charms of her I'love, 
More fragrant than the damask Rose ; 
Soft as the Down of Turtle Dove, 
Gentle as Winds when Zephir blows, 
Refreshing as descending Rains, 
To Sun-burnt Climes, and thirsty Plains. 

True as the Needle to the Pole, 
Or as the Dial to the Sun, 
Constant as ^lidin|[ Waters roll. 
Whose swelling Tides obey the Moon : 
From every other Charmer Aree, 
My Life and Love shall follow thee. 

The Lamb of flow'ry Thyme devours. 
The Dam the tender Kia pursues ; 
Sweet Philomel in shady Bowers, 
With verdant Spring, her Notes renews : 
AH follow what they most admire. 
As I pursue my Soul's Desire. 

Nature must change her beauteous Face, 
And vary as the Seasons rise ; 
As Winter to the Spring gives Place, 
Summer th' approach of Autumn flies ; 
No change on Love the Seasons bring. 
Love only knows perpeti^l Spring. 

Devouring Time with stealing Pace 
Makes lofty Oaks and Cedars bow ; 
And Marble Towers, and Walls of Brass, 
In his mde March he levels low ; 
But Time, destroying far and wide, ' 

Love from the Soul can ne'er divide. 

Death only, with his cruel Dart, 
The gentle Godhead can remove ; 
And drive him from the bleeding Heart, 
To mingle with the Blest above ; 
When known to all his Kindred Train, 
He finds a lasting Rest from Pain. 
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Love and his Sister fkir, the Soul, 
Twin-born from Heaven together came ; 
Love will the Universe controul, 
When dying Seasons lose their Name : 
Divine Abc^es shall own his Power, 
When Time and Death shall be no more. 

SONG VIL 

Fair Cla my Breast so alarms, 

From her Pow'r no Refuge I find ; 

If another I take to my Arms, 

Yet my Cloe is then in mv Mind ; 

Unblest with the Joy, still a Pleasure I want. 

Which none but my Cioe, my Cioe can grant 

Let Cloe but smile, I grow gay. 

And I feel my Heart spring with Delight 

On Che I could gaze all the Day, * 

And Cloe do wish for all Night. 

Oh ! did Cloe know how I love. 

And the Pleasure of loving again. 

My Passion her Favour would move. 

And in Prudence she'd pity my Pain : 

Good Nature and Interest should both make her kind. 

For the Joy she might give, and the Joy she might find. 

SONG VIIL 

Lost is m^ Quiet for ever ; 
Lost b Life's happiest Part ; 
Lost all my tender Endeavour 
To touch an insensible Heart 

But tho' my Despair is past curing, 
And much undeserved is my Fate ; 
ril shew, by a patient Enduring. 
My Love b unmov'd as her Hate. 

SONG IX. 

I cannot change, as others do, 

Tho* you unjustly scorn : 

Since that poor Swain that sighs for you. 

For you alone was bom« 
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No PhiUis^ no, your Heart to move 

A surer way Fll try ; 

And to revenge my slighted Love, 

Will still love on, will still love on and die. 

When, kUrd with Grief, Amintas Ues, 
And you to mind shall call 
The Sighs that now unpity'd rise, 
The Tears that vainly hdL 

That welcome Hour that ends this Smart, 

Will then be^ your Pain ; 

For such a faithful tender Heart 

Can never break, can never break in vain. 



SONG X. 

In vain, dear C/0^, vou suggest 
That I, inconstant, have posses't. 
Or loved a £eurer She : 
But if at once you wou'd be cur'd 
Of all the Ills you have endur'd. 
Look in your Glass and see. 

And if perchance you then should find, 
A Nym^ more lovely or more kind, 
YouVe Reason for your Tears : . 
But if impartial you will prove. 
Both to your Beautv and my Love, 
How needless are those Fears. 

If in my Wa^ I should, by Chance, 

Give or receive a wanton Glance, 

I like but whilst I view : 

How faint the Glance, how slight the Kiss, 

Compared to that substantial Bliss, 

I still receive from you. 

With wanton Flight the curious Bee, 
From Flow'r to Flow'r still wanders free ; 
And where each Blossom blows, 
Extracts the Juice of all he meets, 
And for his Quintessence of Sweets, 
He ravishes the Rose. 
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So I, my Leisure to employ. 
In each Variety of Joy, 
From Nymph to Nymph do roam ; 
Perfaapa see fifty in a Dav ; 
They are but Visits whicn I pay. 
For Clo^s still my Home. 



SONG XL 

/m, your lovely feUal Eyes 
Command such pow'rful Darts, 
No wonder if you one despise. 
To wound a tnousand Hearts. 

But couM you guess the vast Delight 
To constant Lovers known, 
Vou wou'd your thousand Conquests slight. 
And rule my Heart alone. 



SONG XIL 

Dear Cht, while thus beyond Measure, 
You treat me with Doubts and Disdain, 
Vou rob all your Vouth of its Pleasure, 
And hoard up an old Age of Pain : 
Vour Maxim, That Love is but founded 
On Charms that will quickly decay ; 
Vou'U be very ill grounded. 
When once you its Dictates obey. 

The Passion from Beauty first drawn, 
Vour Kindness wou'd vastly improve ; 
Vour Sight and your Smiles are the Dawn, 
Fruitum^s the Sun-shine of Lave: 
And tho' the bright Beams of your Eyes 
Shou'd be cloudeid, that now are so gay. 
And Darkness possess all the Skies, 
Vet we ne'er can forget it was D«y. 

Old Darby, with Joan b]jr his side, 
VouVe often regarded with Wonder : 
He's dropsical, she is sore«eyed. 
Vet they re ever uneasy asunder : 
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Together they totter About, 

Or sit in the Sun at the Door, 

And at Night when old Darby's Pipe's out. 

His Joan will not smoke a Whifi more. 

No Beauty nor Wit they possess, 
Their several Failings to smother ; 
Then, what are the Charms, can you guess. 
That make them so fond of each other ? 
Tis the pleasing Remembrance of Youth, 
The Enciearments which Youth did bestow. 
The Thoughts of past Pleasure and Truth, 
The best of our Blessings below. 

Those Traces for ever will last. 
Which Sickness and Time can't remove ; 
For when Youth and Beauty are past. 
And Age brings the Winter ofLcve^ 
A Friendship msensible grows, 
By Reviews of such Raptures as th^se ; 
Tne Current of Fondness still flows, 
Which decrepid old Age cannot freeze. 

SONG XIII. 

Dejected as true Converts die. 

But yet with fervent Thoughts inflam'd ; 

So, Fairest, at your Feet I lie. 

Of all my Sex's Faults asham'd. 

Too long alas ! have I defyd 

The Force of Love's almighty Flame ; 

And often did aloud deride 

His God-head, as an empty Name. 

But since so freely I confess 

A Crime, which may yowt Scorn produce. 

Allow me now to make it less. 

By any just and fair Excuse. 

I then did vulgar Joys pursue, 
Variety was all my Bliss ; 
But ignorant of Love and you, 
How could I chuse but do amiss ? 

If ever now my wand' ring Eyes 

Search out Temptations as before ; 

If once I look, but to despise 

Their Charms, and value yours the nwre ; 
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May sad Remorse, and guilty Shame, 
Revenge your Wrongs on Pithless me ; 
And what I tremble ev'n to name, 
May I lose all, in losing thee. 

SONG XIV. 

Believe my Sighs, my Tears, my Dear, 
Believe the Heart you've won : 
Believe my Vows to you sincere. 
Or Moggy, Tm undone. 
You say Tm fickle, and apt to change 
At ev'ry Face that's new ; 
But of all the Girls I ever saw, 
I ne'er lov'd one but yoa. 

Mv Heart was but a Lump of Ice, 
Till warm'd by your bright Eyes ; 
But ah ! they kindled in a trice 
A Flame which never dies. 
Come, take me, try me, and youll find, 
Tho' you say that I am not true. 
Of all the Girls I ever saw» 
I ne'er lov'd one but you. 

SONG XV. 

Gentle Love, this Hour befriend me^ 
To my Eyes resign thy Dart ; 
Notes of melting Musick lend me. 
To dissolve a frozen Heart. 

Chill as Mountain Snow her Bo8om» 
Tho' I tender Language use ; 
Tis by cold Indifference frosen 
To my Arms and to my Love. 

See mv dying Eyes are pleading. 
See a oroken Heart appears. 
For thy Pity interceding 
The Eloquence of Tears. 

Whilst the Lamp of Life is fading. 
And beneath thy Coldness dies. 
Death by ebbing Pulse invading 
Take my Soul into thy Eyes. 
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THE JEALOUS LOVER. 



SONG I. 

Away with Sorrow <uk1 Whining — 
Yoar Rival is mighty, 'tis true : 
But can there be Reason in Pinins 
While the Fair is constant to you? 

What tho' she's in the midst of Danger, 
Virtue's the Shield of her Heart ; 
No Flatt'ry, no Threats, can change h^. 
Who's proof against Tenor and Ait 

The honest, the innocent. Lover 
May rest, or travel, unarm'd ; 
What Creature will venture to move her, 
By whom the Creation is charm'd ? 

When Horace was heedless straying, 
In his SaHtuan Grove, 
A Wolf, intent upon preying, 
Pass'd by and did Homage to Love. 

SONG n. 

Too lovely, cruel Fair, 
Can I the Torture bear 
To see thee flying ? 
Must I behold those Charms 
Doom'd to another's Arms, 
While I am dying ? 

SONG HL 

Oh conceal that charming^ Creature 
From my wond'ring wishing Eyes ! 
Every Motion, every Feature 
Does some ravished Heart surprize ; 
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But oh, I lighing, liehing, ue 

The happ^ Swain 1 she ne'er can be 

False to Uin, 6t kind to me. 

Yet if I could humbly show her, 

Abl how wic^tched 1 remain : 

Tis not, sure, a Thing bciow her. 

Still to pit]r so much Pnin; 

The Gods some I'leosure, Pleunre lake, 

Happy BS Ibi'TDsi^Ives to m.-ike 

Those who suffer for their sake. 



Like some Angel EC ... . 

Come and raiw mu from l>espair 
Your llt'itrt I cannot, cannot mis, 
And I <l<.-dre no olh<;r Elks; 
Let all the World beskic be his. 

SONG IV. 

A Swain of Love despairii^, 

Thus wail'd his cruel Fale ; 

His Griff the Shepherds sharii^. 

In Circles round him sal ; 

The Nil,,,:,., I .. I., - . ..,,..-,ion. 

Thelu^Ll,... L,y..i ;,„.,.ri;J; 

Allwhoharl fell ihir i'.iMion, 

A Sigh for Sigh relumVt. 

Oh Friends youf Plaints give m 

Voiit kind Concern forbeai ; 

Should iv,. i.'ii .I,-,-.-.., 

For me you've shed a Tear, 

[iir r>. . !■■ ■ II ■. h Vengean 



S|iiio of yourself jou'll IcFve her, 
And hug the L-allinp Chiin. 
Her Wil the Kl.iii,.- incte.ist.. 



But oh 1 one more deserving 
Has thaw'd her frozen Breast ; 
Her Heart to him devoting. 
She's cold to all the rest 
Their Love with Joy abomidin^. 
The Thought distracts my Bram ; 
Oh t cruel Maid^-then swooning. 
He fell upon the Plain. 

SONG V. 

Charming is your Shape and Air, 
And your Face as Morning fail ; 
Coral Lips, and Neck of Snow, 
Cheeks where opening Roses blow ; 
When you speak, or smile, or move. 
All u Rapture, all u Love. 

But those Eyes, alas 1 I hate t 
Eyes that, heedless of my Fate, 
Shine with undisceming Ra3rs ; 
On the Fopling idly gaze ; 
Watch the Glimces of the Vain ; 
Meeting mine with cold Disdain. 

SONG VI. 

My dear Mistress has a Heart, 
Soft as those kind Looks she gave me. 
When with Love's resistless Ait, 
And her Eyes she did enslave me : 
But her Constancy's so weak. 
She's so wild, so apt to wander. 
That my jealous Heart would break. 
Should we live one Day asunder. 

Melting Joys about her move, 
Killing Pleasures, wounding Blisses ; 
She can dress her Eyes in Love, 
And her Lips can arm with Kisses : 
Angels listen when she speaks ; 
She's my Delight, all Mankind's Wonder ; 
But my jealous Heart would break. 
Should we live one Day asunder. 
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SONG VII. 

Despairing besides a clear Stream, 

A Snepherd forsaken was laid ; 

And whilst a false Nymph was his Theme, 

A Willow supported his head. 

The Winds that blew over the Plain, 

To hb Sighs with a Sigh did reply ; 

And the Srook in return to his Pain, 

Ran mournfully murmuring by. 

Alas 1 silly Swain that I was, 
(Thus sadly complaining he cry'd) 
When first I beheld that fair Face, 
Twere better by far I had d/d : 
She talk'd and I blest her dear Tongue ; 
When she smil'd it was Pleasure too great ; 
I listened, and cry'd when she sung, 
Was Nightingale ever so sweet ? 

How foolish was I to believe. 

She could doat on so lowly a Qown ? 

Or that her fond Heart would not grieve 

To forsake the fine Folk of the Town ? 

To think that a Beauty so gav. 

So kind and so constant would prove. 

Or go clad like our M ifidens in Grey, 

Or Eve in a Cottage on Love ? 

What tho' I have skill to complain, 
Tho' the Muses my Temples have crown'd ? 
What tho' when they hear my soft Strain, 
The Virgins sit weeping around ? 
Ah Coiin thy Hopes are in vain. 
Thy Pipe and thy Laurel resign, 
Thy Fair one inclines to a Swain, 
Whose Musick is sweeter than thine. 

All you my Companions so dear, 
Who sorrow to see me betray'd. 
Whatever I suffer, forbear. 
Forbear to accuse the £Eilse Maid : 
Tho' thro' the wide World I should rai^, 
*Tis in vain from my Fortune to fly ; 
'Twas hers to be false and to change, 
'Tis mine to be constant and die. 
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If while my hard Fate I sustain. 

In her Breast any Pity is found, 

Let her come with the Nvmphs of the Plain, 

And see me laid low in the ground. 

The last humble Boon that I crave, 

Is to shade me with Cyprus and Yew, 

And when she looks down on my Grave, 

Let her own that her Shepherd was true. 

Then to her new Love let her go. 
And deck her in golden Array, 
Be finest at everv fine Show, 
And frolick it all the long Day : 
While Colin forgotten and gone, 
No more shall l^ talked on or seen, 
Unless when beneath the pale Moon, 
His Ghost shall glide over the Green. 

SONG VIII. 

Swain, thy hopeless Passion smother. 
Perjured Celia loves another ; 
In his Arms I saw her lying, 
Pantins, kissing, trembling, dying ; 
Then the fair Deceiver swore. 
As she did to you before. 

Oh ! said you, when she deceives me, 
When that constant Creature leaves me, 
Isis Waters back shall fly, 
And leave these oozy Channels dry ; 
Turn, ve Waters, leave your Shore ; 
Perjured Ceiia loves no more. 

SONG IX. 

What state of Life can be so blest 

As Love, that warms a Lover's Breast ? 

Two Souls in one, the same Desire 

To grant the Bliss, and to require : 

But if in Heav'n a Hell we find, 

*Tis all from thee, 

OJealousie I 

Tnou Tyrant y Tyrant J ealousie^ 

Thou Tyrant of the Alt fid. 
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All other Ills» tho' sharp they prove. 
Serve to refine and perfect Love : 
In Absence or unkind Disdain, 
Sweet Hope relieves the Lover's Pain : 
But ah, no cure but Death we find 
To set us free 
From Tealousie. 
OJtaiousie! &c 

False in thy Glass all Objects are. 
Some set too near, and some too £ur ; 
Thou art the Fire of endless Ni^, 
The Fire that bums, and raves no Lig^t. 
All Torments of the damird we find 
In onlv thee, 
OJeahusU! &c 

SONG X. 

Wherever I am, and whatever I do, 

Mv PkUlis is still in my Mind ; 

Wnen angry, I mean not to Phillis to go. 

My Feet of themselves the Way find : 

Unknown to myself I am just at Her Door, 

And when I would rail, I can bring out no more. 

Than Phillis too fair and unkind ! 

When Phillis I see, my Heart bums in my Breast, 

And the Love I would stifle is shown : 

3ut asleep, or awake, I am never at Rest, 

When from mine Eyes Phillis is gone : 

Sometimes a sweet Dream doth delude my sad Mind ; 

But alas ! when I wake, and no Phillis I find, 

Then I sigh to myself all alone.' 

Should a Kin^ be my Rival in her I adore. 
He shou'd ofier his Treasure in vain : 

let me alone to be happy and poor. 
And give me my Phillis again : 

Let Phillis be mine, and &it ever be kind, 

1 cou'd to a Desert with her be confin*d. 
And envy no Monarch his Reign. 

Alas, I discover too much of my Love, 

And she too well knows her own Pow*r : 

She makes me grow jealous each Hour. 

But tho' every Moment torments my poor Mind, 

I had rather love Phillis^ both fidse and unkind. 

Than ever be freed from her Pow'r. 
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SONG XL 

O Love, what cruel Pftngs ve these, 
The cold Effect of warm Desire, 
Whose agoniang Tortures freeze, 
Tho' sprung from your prevailing Fire. 

Her Absence gave exceeding Pain ; 
But when from that I hop'd Relief, 
You, still resolv'd I shou d complain, 
With Jealousy augment my Grief. 

Too bitter is the Lover's Part, 
When sever'd from his Fair one's'Eyes ; 
But if he's banished from her Heart, 
Stabb'd with Despair at once he dies. 

SONG xn. 

Through mournful Shades and solitary Groves, 
Fann'd with the Sighs of unsuccessful Loves, 
Wild with Despair, young Tkyrsis strays, 
Thinks over all ^^M^m'j Heavenly Qiarms, 
Thinks he now sees her in another's Arms ; 
Then at some Willow Root himself he lays. 
The loveliest, most unhappy Swain ; 
And thus to the wild Woods he does complain. 

How art thou changed, O Thyrsis, since the Time 

When thou couldst Love, and hope without a Crime ; 

When Nature's Pride, and Earth's Delight, 
t As throng^ her shady Ev'ning Grove she past. 

And a new Day did all around her cast ; 
I Could see, nor be offended at the Sight, 

I . The melting, sighing, wishing Swain, 

That now must never hope to wish again. 






Riches and Titles ! why should they prevail, 

Where Duty, Love, and Adoration mil ? 

Lovely Amyra shou'dst thou prize 

The empty Noise that a fine Title makes, 

Or the vile Trash that with the Vulgar takes. 

Before a Heart that bleeds for thee and dies ? 

Unkind ! but pity the poor Swain 

Your Rigour kills, nor triumph oVr the Slain. 



So 
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THE TENDER LOVER. 



SONG I. 

From all uneax^ Passions free, 

Revenge, Ambitkm, Jealousie ; 

Contented I had been too blest. 

If Love and jrou bad let me rest : 

Yet that dull Life I now despise ; 

Safe from your Eyes, 

I fnur'd no Griefr, but then I found no Joys. 

Amidst a thousand kind Desires, 

Which Beauty moves, and Love inspires ; 

Such Pangs I feel of tender Fear, 

No Heart so soft as mine can bear. 

Yet 111 defy the worst of Harms ; 

Such are your Charms, 

Tis worth a Life to die within your Arms. 

SONG II. 

Blest as th' immortal Gods is he. 
The Youth who fondly siU bv thee, 
.^id hears and sees thee all the while. 
Softly speak and sweetly smile. 

Twas this bereav'd my Soul of Rest, 
And raised such Tumults in my Breast, 
For while I gaz*d, in Transport lost, 
My Breath was gone, my Voice was lost 

My Bosom elow'd, the subtle Flame 
Kan quick thro' all my vital Frame, 
0*er my dim Eyes a Darkness hung. 
My Ears with hollow Murmurs rung. 
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In dewy Damps my Limbs were chill'd. 
My Blood with gentle Horrors thrill'd, 
My feeble Pulse forgot to playt 
I udnted, sunk, and dy*d away. 

SONG III. 

Would Fate to me Belinda give, 
With her alone I'd chuse to live ; 
Variety I'd ne*er desire, 
Nor a greater, nor a greater, 
Nor a greater Bliss desire. 

My charming Nymph, if you can find 
Amongst the Race of Human-kind 
A Man that loves you more than I, 
111 resign you, I'll resijgn you, 
111 resign you tho' I die. 

Let my Belinda fill my Arms, 

With all her Beauties, and all her Charms, 

With Scorn and Pity I'd look down 

On the Glories, on the Glories, 

On the Glories of a Crown. 

SONG IV. 

Did ever Swain a Nymph adore. 

As I ungrateful Nanny do ? 

Was ever Shepherd's Heart so sore, 

Or ever broken Heart so true ? 

My Cheeks are swell'd with Tears, but she 

Has never wet a Cheek for me. 

If Nanny call'd, did e'er I stay ? 
Or linger when she bid me run ? 
She only had a Word to say, 
And all she wished was quickly done. 
I always think of her, but she 
Does ne'er bestow a Thought on me. 

To let her Cows my Clover taste, 
Have I not rose by break of Day ? 
Did ever Nanny's Heifers fast, 
If Robin in his Barn had Hay ? 
Though to my Fields they welcome were, 
I ne'er was welcome yet to her. 
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If ever Nanny lost a Sheep, 
Then cheerfully I eave her two ; 
And I her Lambs did safely keep, 
Within my Folds in Frost and Snow. 
Have they not there from Cold been free ? 
But Nanny still is cold to me. 

When Nanny to the Well did come, 
Twas I that did her Pitchers fill ; 
Full as they were I brought them home ; 
Her Com I carried to the Mill : 
My Back did bear the Sack, but she 
Will never bear the Sight of me. 

To Nanny's Poultry Oats I gave ; 
I'm sure they always had the best : 
Within this Week tier Pidgeons have 
E4it up a Peck of Pease at least ; 
Her little Pidgeons kiss, but she 
Will never take a Kiss from me. 

Must Robin always Nanny woo. 
And Nanny still on Robin frown ? 
Alas ! poor Wretch ! what shall I do 
If Nanny does not love me soon ? 
If no Relief to me she'll brin^, 
111 hang me in her Apron-stnng. 

SONG V. 

Why cruel Creature, why so bent 
To vex a tender Heart ? 
To Gold imd Title you relent ; 
Love throws away his Dart. 

Let glittVing Fools in Court be great ; 
For Pay let Armies move ; 
Beauty shou'd have no other Bait, 
But gentle Vows and Love. 

If on those endless Charms you lay 
The Value that's their due, 
Kings are themselves too poor to pay, 
A thousand Worlds too few. 

But if a Passion without Vice, 
Without Di^ise or Art, 
Ah Ctlia t iftrue Love's your Price, 
Behold it in my Heart. 
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SONG VI. 

Tho* cruel you seem to my Pain, 
And hate me because I am true ; 
Yet, Pkiilis, you love a fsdse Swain, 
Who has other Nymphs in his View : 
Enjoyment's a Trifle to him, 
To me what a Heav*n it would be ; 
To him but a Woman you seem. 
But, ah I you're an Angel to me ! 

Those Lips which he touches in Haste, 
I to them for ever should grow, 
Still clinging around that dear Waste, 
Which he spans as beside him you go. 
That Arm, like a Lilly so white. 
Which over his Shoulder you lay, 
My Bosom could warm it all Night, 
My Lips they would press it all Day. 

Were I like a Monarch to reign. 
Were Graces my Subjects to be, 
I'd leave them and fly to the Plain ; 
To dwell in a Q>ttage with thee : 
But if I must feel thy Disdain, 
If Tears cannot Cruelty drown, 
O ! let me not live in this Pain, 
But give me my Death in a Frown. 

SONG VIL 

Ye Nymphs, who frequent those sweet Plains, 
Where Thames's gentle Current doth glide ; 
Who, whilom, have heard my glad Strains, 
Nor greatful Attention deny'd : 
With Pity, ye Fair, O reflect 
On cruel Reserve of my Fate ; 
See Constancy paid with Neglect, 
And Fondness rewarded with Hate. 

How joyous and gay was each Hour ! 
How wmg'd with soft Pleasure they fled ! 
E'er shipwrecked on Humberts dull Shore 
By Love my poor Heart was l)etray'd : 
For there the Deceiver doth dwell, 
Whose Charms have so long been my Theme ; 
In Beauty the Maid doth excel, 
But is fickle and wild as the Stream. 
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If, averse to mv Q>urtship at first, 
She had check d my fond Infant Desire, 
Her Coldness had left me less curst, 
And perhaps had extinguish 'd my Fire : 
But a thousand false Ans she employ'd, 
(Ingenious and wanton in 111) 
The Passion she nurs*d, she destro/d. 
And only created to kilL 

Yet tho' she delights in mv Smart, 
Tho' she robs me of all I hold dear, 
Revenue is below a great Heart, 
I wish her a lot less severe : 
May the Swain she shall crown with Success, 
By his Kindness deserve to be priz'd ; 
Twould double, methinks, mv Distress, 
At last to see her too despised. 

SONG VIII. 

Adieu, ye pleasant Sports and Pla^, 
Farewel each Song that was diverting ; 
Love tunes my Pipe to moumfol La3rs ; 
I sing of Delia and DamoiCs Parting. 

Long had he lov'd, and long conceal'd 
The dear tormenting pleasing Passion, 
Till Delia's Mildness had prevaU'd 
On him to shew his Inclination. 

Just as the Fair One seem'd to give 
A patient Ear to his Love Story, 
Damon must his lov'd Delia leave. 
To go in quest of toilsome Glory. 

Half-spoken Words hung on each Tongue, 

Their Eyes refus'd their usual Meeting ; 

And Sighs suppl/d their wonted Song, 

These charming Sounds were chang'd to Weeping. 

Dear Idol of my Soul, adieu ; 
Cease to lament, but ne*er to love me ; 
While Damon lives, he lives for you, 
No other Charms shall ever move me. 

Alas ! who knows, when parted £ur 
From Delia^ but you may deceive her ; 
The Thought destroys my Heart with Care ; 
Adieu, my dear, I fear, for ever ! 
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If erer I forget my Vows, 
May then my Guardian Angel leave me ; 
And, more to aggravate my Woes, 
Be you so good as to forgive me. 

SONG IX. 

Youi^ DamoHf once the happiest Swain, 
The Pride and Glory of the Plain, 
(Yet see the Effects of Love !) 
Depriv'd of all his former Rest, 
Shun'd Company, with Grief opprest. 
And sought the thickest 'Grove. 

The Nymphs and Swains all strove to find 
What 'twas disturb'd the Shepherd's Mind ; 
And, when they begg'd to know. 
He only shook his drooping Head, 
And sighing; mournfully, he said, 
My Fate will have it so. 

Myrtilht hearing of his Woes, 
Came too, and kmdly ask'd the Cause 
Of all his mighty Pain : 
The Youth, transported, and amaz'd 
To hear her charming Voice, soon rais'd 
His Head, and thus began : 

I love ; but 'tis a Nymph so fiiir. 
That I of all Success despair. 
And nought expect but Scorn ; 
But, oh ! forgive since ask'd by you. 
If farther I my Tale pursue, 
And say, for you I burn. 

The Nymph then blush 'd, and smiling said. 

And is it thus you court a Maid ? 

You'll by Experience find, 

The Fair's not won by dull Despair, 

But to the Brave and Debonnaire 

Our Sex will e'er prove kind. 

SONG X. 

By a muonuring Stream a fair Shepherdess lay ; 
Be so kind, O ye Nymphs, I ofttimes heard her say, 
Tell Strephon, I die, if he passes this Way, 
And that Love is the Cause of my Mourning. 
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False Shepherds, that tell me of Beauty and Channs, 
Ye deceive me ; for Str^hon^s cold Heart never warms ; 
Yet bring me this Strephon^ let me die in his Arms : 
Oh ! Strephon the Cause of my mourning. 

But first, said she, let me go 

Down to the Shades below. 

E'er ye let Strephon know 

That I have lov'd him so ; 
Then on my pale Cheek no Blushes will show, 
That Love was the Cause of my mourning. 

Her Eyes were scarce closed when Strephon came bv. 
He thought she*d been sleeping, and softly drew nign ; 
But, finding her breathless, Oh Heav'ns! did he cry, 
Ah ! Claris^ the Cause of my mourning. 

Restore me my Cioris ; ye Nymphs, use your Art ; 
They sighing reply 'd, Twas ]rourself shot the Dart, 
That wounded tne tender young Shepherdess' Heart, 
And kill'd the poor Claris with mourning. 

Ah then is Chris dead. 

Wounded bv me ! he said : 

ni follow thee, chaste Maid, 

Down to the silent Shade. 
Then on her cold snowv Breast leaning his Head, 
Expir'd the poor Strephon with mourning. 

SONG XI. 

I'll range around the shady Bowers, 
And gather all the sweetest Flowers ; 
V\\ strip the Gardens, and the Grove, 
To make a Garlimd for my Love. 

Wlien in the sultrv Heat of Day, 
My thirsty Nymph does panting lie, 
ril hasten to the Fountain's Bnnk, 
And drain the Stream that she may drink. 

At Night, when she shall weary prove, 
A gra<vsy Bed I'll make my Love, 
And with ppreen Boughs \\\ form a Shade, 
That nothing may her Rest invade. 

And whilst dissolved in Sleep she lies, 
Myself shall never close these Eyes, 
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But giziiig ftill with fond Delight, 
111 watch my Charmer all the Night. 

And then as soon as chearfiil Day 
Dispels the gloomy Shades away, 
Forth to the Forest Vl\ repair. 
And find Provision for my D^. 

Thus will I spend the Day and Night, 
Attending on her with Delight, 
Regarding nothing I endure. 
So I can Ease for her procure. 

But if the N3rmph whom thus I love. 
Should ever &lse or fiuthless prove, 
1*11 seek some dismal, distant Shore, 
And never think on Woman more. 

SONG XII. 

The Pain which tears my throbbing Breast, 

What Language can deplore ; 

For how shou^ Lax^age^ have exprest 

A Pain ne*er felt belore : 

In other Virgins' wounded Hearts, 

Love's cruel Sport we see. 

But the most cruel of his Darts, 

He has reserv'd for me. 

Thy Curse, O Tantalus! I'd prize ; 

Thy Curse a Bliss would prove ; 

Ah I Heav'n were kind, if with my Eyes 

I could enjoy my Love. 

Inchanted thus, Romances tell 

The Moans poor Virgins mnke ; 

But where is found the powerful Spell 

Can this Inchantment break ? 

SONG XIII. 

Had I the World at my command, 
And own'd the Wealth of Sea and Land, 
To Flora I'd present it all, 
And at her Feet lay down the Ball. 

Or was my Life by Scraps sustaine<l, 
From Door to Door by begging gain'd, 
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Would she be mine, I'd bless my Fate, 
Nor wish a more exalted State. 

Possessing her, or rich, or poor. 
What is tnere to desire more ? 
There's nothing precious but her Channs, 
And Pleasure dwells but in her Arms. 

\ O grant, ye Pow'rs ! the Fair I love, 
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May to my Vows propitious prove ; 
And from your Altars shall arise 
The Smoke of daily 5>acrifice. 

Among the Blessings you bestow 
On craving Mortals here below. 
Make but the lovely Maiden mine, 
111 all the rest with Joy resign. 

SONG XIV. 

Oh ! happv, happy Grove 1 
Witness of our tender Love. 
O ! happy, happv Shade I 
Where nrst our vows were nuule : 
Blushing, sighing, melting, dying, 
Looks would charm z,Jcv€ : 
A thousand pretty Things she said. 
And all — and all was Love. 

But Corinna peijur'd proves. 
And forsakes the shady Groves : 
When I speak of mutual Jo]rs, 
She knows not what I mean : 
Wanton Glances, fond Caresses, 
Now no more are seen, 
' Since the fiUse deluding Fair 

Has left the flow'ry Green. 

Mourn, ye Nymphs that sporting play'd, 
When poor Strephon was oetray d ; 
There the secret Wound she gave, 
And I was made her Slave. 

SONG XV. 

What shall I do to shew how much I lovfe her ? 
How many millions of Sighs can suffice ? 
That which wins other Hearts, never can move her ; 
Those common Methods of Love she'll despise. 
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I win love more than lAan e'er lov'd before me, 
Gftie on her all the Day, melt all the Night ; 
TOl lor her own nke, at last ihell implore me. 
To love her leu to preserve oar Deligbt 

Sfaioe Gods the msel ve s cannot ever be loving. 
Hen mnst have breathing Recruits for new Joys ; 
I wish my Love ooold be always improving ; 
Tho' eager Love more than Sorrow destroys. 



In foir Ammlu^s Aims leave me expiring, 
To be embalm'd by the SweeU of her Breath ; 
To the kst Moment 111 still be denring: 
Never had Hero so glorioiis a Death. 

SONG XVL 

Ye Shepherds and Nymphs, that adorn the gay Plain, 
Approach from yonr Sports, and attend to my Strain ; 
AnKmgst all yonr Nomber, a Lover so true 
Was nrer so undone, with sodi Bliss in his View. 

Was ever a Nymph so hard-hearted as mine ? 
She knows me sincere, and she sees bow I pine ; 
She does not disdain me, nor frown in her wrath. 
But calmly, and mildly, resigns me to Death. 

She calls me her FHend, but her Lover denies ; 

She smiles when I'm cheaifnl, but hears not my Sig^ : 

A Bosom so flinty, so gentle an Air, 

Inqilres me with Hope, and yet bids me despair I 

I fidl at her Feet, and implore her with Tears ; 
Her Answer confounds, while her Manner indears ; 
When 8ofU)r she tells me to hope no Relief, 
My trembhng Lips bless her, in spite df my Grief. 

By Night while I slumber, still haunted with Care, 
I start up in An^ish, and sigh for the Fair : 
The Fair sleeps m Peace ; may she ever do so ! 
And only when dreaming imagine my Woe. 

Then gjaze at a Distance, no further aspire, 
Nor thmk she should love whom die cannot admire ; 
Hush all thy Complaining, and dying her Slave, 
Commend her to Ileav'n and thyself to the Grave. 
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SONG XVII. 

If Love's a sweet Passion, why does it tonneilt ? 
If a bitter, O tell me whence comes my Complaint ? 
Since I suffer with Pleasure, why should I complain ? 
Or grieve at my Fate, since I know 'tis in vain/ 
Yet so pleasing the Pain is, so soft is the Dart, 
That at once it both wounds me and tickles q^y Heart. 

I grasp her Hand gently, look languishing down, 
And by passionate Silence, I make my Love known. 
But oh ! how I'm bless'd when so kind she does prove, 
By some willing Mistake to discover her Love ; 
When in striving to hide, she reveals all her Flame, 
And our Eyes tell each other what neither dare name. 

How pleasing is Beauty, how sweet are the Charms 1 
How delightml Embraces, how peaceful her Arms ! 
Sure there's nothing so easy as learning to love ; 
Tis taught us on Earth, and by all Thmgs above : 
And to Beauty's bright Standard all Heroes must yield, 
For 'tis Beauty that conquers, and keeps the fair ridd. 



SONG XVIIL 

See what a Conquest Love has made I 
Beneath the Myrtle's am'rous Shade 
The charming ndr Carinna lies ; 
And, melting in Desire, 
Quenching in Tears those flowing Eyes 
That set the World on Fire. 

What cannot Tears and Beauty do ! 

The Youth by chance stood by, and knew 

For whom those Crystal Streams did flow ; 

And though he ne'er before 

To her Eyes' brightest Rays did bow. 

Weeps too, and does adore. 

So when the Heav'ns, serene and clear. 
Gilded with gaudv Light appear, 
Each craggy Rock, and every Stone, 
Their native Rigour keep ; 
But when in Rain the Clouds fall down. 
The hardest Marbles weep. 
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SONG XIX. 

Busk je, busk ye, m}' bony Bride ; 

Busk ye, busk ye, my bony Mnrrow ; 

Busk ye, busk ye, my bony Bride, 

Buak and go to the Braes of Yarrow ; 

There we will sport and gather Dew, 

Dancing while Lavtocks sing the Morning ; 

Theft learn frae Turtles to prove true ; 

O Btli, ne'er vex me with thy Ecurning. 

To Westlin Breeics fi'lora yields. 

And when the Beams are kindly wanning, 

Blylhness appeani o'ei all the Fields, 

And Nature looks mair fresh and charming. 

LeBtn frae (he Bums thai trace the Mead, 

Tho' on their Banks the Roses blossom, 

Vet haslylie they Bow to TivteJ, 

And pour their Sweetness in his Bosom. 

Hnst ye, host, my bony Btll, 

Hast lo my Ainnii, and (here I'll euani thee ; 

With free Consent my Fears repel, 

ni with my Love and Care reward thee. 

Thus sang I BoAty to my Fair, 

Wha raised my Hopes with kind Relenting I 

O Queen of Smiles, I ask nac mair, 

SiDCe DOW my bony Btll'i consenling. 



// y. • (^ . I :i. 



/ 



THE WHINING LOVER 



SONG I. 

By a dismal CyvtesB lying, 
Damon cry'd, all pale and dying, 
Kind is Death, that ends m^ Pain, 
But cruel She I loved in vain. 

The mossy Fountains 
Murmur my Trouble, 
And hollow Mountains 
My Groans redouble : 
Every Nymph mourns me. 
Thus while I languish ; 
She only scorns me. 
Who caus'd my Anguish. 

No Love returning me, but all Hope denying ; 
By a dismal Cypress lying. 
Like a Swan so sung ne dying: 
Kind is Death, that ends my Pain, 
But cruel She I lov'd in vain. 



SONG II. 

Go thou perpetual whining Lover, 

For Shame leave off this humble Trade, 

Tis more than Time thou gav*st it over, 

For Sighs and Tears will never move her ; 

By them more oI)stinate she's made. 

And thou by Love, fond constant Love betray'd. 
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The more, vain Fop, thou su'st unto her, 
The more she does torment thee still ; 
Is more perverse the more you wooe her, 
When thou art humblest, lays thee lower ; 
And when most prostrate to her Will, 
Thou meanly begg'st for Life, does basely kilL 

Bv Heaven ! 'tis against all Nature, 

Honour and Manhood, Wit and Sense, 

To let a little female Creature 

Rnle, on the poor Account of Feature ; 

And thy unmanly Patience 

Monstrous and Shameful as her Insolence. 

Thou may'st find Forty will be kinder, 
Or more compassionate at least ; . 
If one will serve two Hours will find her, 
And half this Do for ever bind her 
As firm and true as thy own Breast, 
On Love and Virtue's double Interest. 

But if thou can'st not live without her, 
This only She, when it comes to 't. 
And she relent not (as I doubt her). 
Never make more ado about her. 
To si|^ and whimper is no Boot ; 
Go hang thy self, and that will do 't. 

SONG HI. 

Sad PkiloeUs si|^'d to the Wind, 
The Wind it lamented his Moan, 
Whilst Echo stood pining behind, 
And gave him back every Groan. 
Ye Winds ! have the Grace to be mov'd. 
Complaining, the fond Shepherd said. 
The nard-hearted Nymph is reproved 
By the gentle Returns ye have made. 

To Echo himself he addressed ; 
Compassion, says he, thoujiast shown, 
Which proves, that the Pains of thy Breast 
Are almost as great as my own. 
. 'Twill yield me some little Relief, 
With Wu a Companion to stray ; 
The Night shall be spent in my Grief, 
In Tales of your Sorrow the Day. 
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The languishing Theme of your Woe, 
The Shepherd Narcissus shall be ; 
For Pkillis Til mourn where I go, 
Till grown a mere Shadow like thee. 
Come, pitying Maid, let's retire, 
To whisper our Plaints in a Cave : 
The pitiful Nymph said Retire, 
Such Places are likest the Grave. 

At last, on the Side of a Hill, 
A damp dusky Cavern they found : 
There Philocles sigh'd to his fill. 
And Echo repeat^ the Sound ; 
But yet the sad Nvmph had an Art, 
Whereby she would natter his Pains ; 
Tho' speaking the Thoughts of her Heart, 
She seem'd but repeating the Swain's. 

He seated himself on the Ground, 
His Hand it supported his Head ; 
Despairing he snew'd every Wound 
The changing false Pkillis had made : 
If opce on his Rival he thought. 
Ye Gods ! in a Rage he would cry, 
Oh ! blast all the Charms she has got. 
For whom I thus languishing die. 

Narcissus was still Echo's Thought ; 
Ye Gods ! the sad Nymph would reply. 
Oh 1 blast all the Charms he has got. 
For whom I thus languishing die. 
Thus PktiocUs dy'd in Despair, 
While Echo augmented his Pain ; 
When dead, the sad Nymph did repair 
To another sad desp'rate Swain. 

SONG IV. 

Help me, each harmonious Grove, 
Gently whisper, all ye Trees, 
Tune each warbling Throat to love. 
And cool each Mead with softest Breeze. 
Breath sweet Odour, ev'ry Flow'r, 
All your various Paintings show ; 
Pleasing Verdure grace each Bow'r, 
Around let ev'ry Blessing flow. 
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GlidE yc limpk] Btoolts along, 
PMattm, glance thy mildcii Ray ; 
Murniurine Flootb, repeal my Song, 
And lell whal Calm due not say. 
Ctlia comes 1 whose chfLmiiag Air 
Fires with Love ihe rural Swains ; 
Teli, ah I tell tic blooming Fsii, 
That Ctlin diet if she disdains. 

sour. V. 

I love, I doat, I rave with Pain, 

No Quiet's in my Mind, 

Tho' ne'er could be o ha[>[^er Swain, 

Were Syb-ia leas unkind ; 

For when (aa long her Chains I've won 

I ask Relief from Smart \ 

She only (Fives me Looks of Scorn ; 

Alest 'twul break tny 1101111 

worldly Store, 

Bui surely I a Heav'n adore, 

Too prelious to be sold. 

Can Syfvie such n Coicomb prize, 

For Wealth and not Desert i 

And my poor Sighs and Tears despise? 

Alas, 'twill break, my Heart ! 

When like some panting, hov'ring Dove, 

I for ray Bliss contend. 

And plead the cause of eager Love, 

She coldly calls me Friend. 

Ah, Syhita I thus in vain you itrivc 

To act a HnUet's Part ; 

'Twill keep Inil ling'ring I'ain alive, 

Alas! and break my Heart. 

When on my lonely, pensive Bed, 

I lay me down lo rest, 

In hfijifs to calm my raging Head, 



il 



l; liit-i 



And breaking feel my F 



Then rising, thro' the Path I rove. 

That leads me where she dwells. 

Where to the senseless Walls my Love 

Its mournful Story tells ; 

I view thy Window, kiss thy Door, 

Till Morning bids depart. 

Then vent ten thousand Sighs, and more ; 

Alas ! 'twill break my Heart ! 

But, Syhia, when this Conquest's won, 

And I am dead and cold, 

Renounce the cruel Deed you've done. 

Nor glory when 'tis told ; 

For ev'ry lovely generous Maid 

Will take my injur'd Part, 

And curse thee Sylvia, I'm afraid, 

For breaking my poor Heart. 



SONG VI. 

Come, all ye Youths, whose Hearts e'er bled 

By cruel Beauty's Pride, 

Bring each a Garland on his Head, 

Let none his Sorrows hide ; 

But Hand in Hand around me move, 

Sinmng the saddest Tales of Love ; 

And see, when your Complaints ye join. 

If all your Wrongs can equal mine. 

The happiest Mortal once was I, 

My Heart no Sorrows knew ; 

Pity the Pain with which I die. 

But ask not whence it grew. 

Yet if a tempting Fair you find. 

That's very loveW, very kind, 

Tho' bright as Heaven, whose Stamp she bears, 

Think of my Fate and shun her Snares. 



SONG VII. 

Like a wandering Ghost I appear. 
All silent, neglected, and sad. 
Tormented by Hopes and Despair, 
I sigh when all others are glad. 
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^ Deserl lo me ; 

1 scarce shou'd t^ret being blinil 
To all oihei Ot^ects bui ihec. 

In (he Fieldi as I saunlei' alang, 
1 look but foi ihee in my Way ; 
And if ftom my Sighl ihou ail gone, 
I mouin all Ihe rest of the Day : 
Oi if that by chance thou on there, 
I shun every Mortal 1 meet , 
Nor relish the Walk, or the Aii ; 
ThoB only can render Ihem sweet. 
O, Natuy, wliiUl thus I complain, 
Dow your Heart never fiuller nor beat ? 
And have you no Sense of my Pain, 
Whilst the Torment I bear is so great ? 
Must these wandering Eyes always rove 
On every new Ol^ecf ' 



SONG VIII. 
With liroken Words, and down-cast Eyes, 
Poor Ctlin spoke his Passion tender ; 
And porting with hii Gritsy, cries, 
Ah I woe'i my Kcon that we should sunder! 
To others I'm as cold as Snovr, 
But kindle with Ihdr Eyes like Ttnder; 
From thee with Pain I'm forc'd lo go ; 
It breaks my Heiut thai we should sandct. 
Choin'd lo thy Chamu, I cannni range. 
No Beauty new my Lnve shall hinder ; 
Nor Time, not Place shall ever change 
My Vows, tho" we're oblig'd to sunder. 
The Image of thy graceful Air, 
And Beauties which excite our Wonder ; 
Thy lively Wit, and ("rudence rare, 
Shall stiil be present, tho' we sunder. 
Dear Nymph, believe thy Swain b this. 
You'll ne'er engage a Heart that's kinder ; 
Then seat ■ Promise with a Kiss, 
Always lo love me, Iho' we sunder. 
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Ye Gods ! take care of my dear Lass, 
That as I leave her I may find her ; 
When that blest Time shall come to pass, 
We'll meet again, and never sunder. 

SONG IX. 

Whilst I gaze on CloCt trembling, 
Straight her Eves mv Fate declare ; 
When she smiles, I tear dissembling ; 
When she frowns, I then despair. 
Jealous of some rival I/>ver, 
If a wand'ring Look she give ; 
Fain I would resolve to leave her, ^ 

But can sooner cease to live. 

Why should I conceal my Passion, 
Or the Torments I endure ? 
rU disclose my Inclination, 
Awful Distance yields no Cure. 
Sure it is not in her Nature 
To be cruel to her Slave ; 
She is too divine a Creature 
To destroy what she can save. 

Happy's he whose Inclination 
Warms but with a gentle Heat, 
Never mounts to raging Passion ; 
Love's a Torment, if too great : 
When the Storm is once blown over, 
Soon the Ocean quiet erows. 
But a constant, faithAiT Lover, 
Seldom meets with true Repose. 

SONG X. 

One Night, when all the Village slept, 

Myrtillo^s sad Despair 

The wand'ring Shepherd waking kept. 

To tell the Woods his Care : 

Begone, said he, fond Thoughts, begone ; 

Kyes, give your Sorrows o'er : 

Why sbou'd you waste your Tears for one 

That thinks on you no more ? 
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Vet all th« Birds, the Flocks, and Powers, 

TTiat dwell wilhin itus Grove, 

Can [ell how many lender Hours 

We here have poss'd in Love ; 

The Slais above, my cruel Foes, 

Have beard how 'the has sworn 

A thouiiaiid limes, tbal like to those 

Her Flame shou'd ever bum. 

Bui since she's lost, ob ! lei me have 

My Wish, and quickly die. 

In this cold Bank I'll make a Grave, 

And there for ever lie. 
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AiH «>. u i.oro gi le Rest, 
When Morning Bteuiw dispel 
The gloomy Shades of Nighl, 
Tiedoubled is my Hell, 
While ilhcrs tea]) DdiEht, 

At Noon, when Day's cnthronM, 
My Soirows grow intciu« ; 
NoT'is my Case bemoan'd 
When silent Hour commence. 
Then twsten, firiendly Doah, 
And ease me from my Woe ; 
Who won'd not yield his Breath, 
When Loredeclai'd his Foe? 



SONG XII. 

Since from mv dear Astraca*s Sight 
I was so rudely torn, 
My Soul has never known Delight 
Unless it was to mourn. 

But oh, alas ! with weeping Eyes 
And bleeding Heart I he ; 
Thinkine on her, whose Absence *tis 
That miuces me wish to die. 

SONG XIII. 

Beneath a gloomy Shade, 

For unhappy Lovers made, 

The poor oespairing Lyctdas was laid. 

While drooping Turtles cooing stood 

On the green Branches of the dusk^ Wood ; 

The mournful Flutes contend in vain 

To lull his Cares, to ease his Pain ; 

His Pain and Cares thus force him to complain : 

** Ah, heedless Shepherds 1 guard your Hearts 

" From Woman's &tal Eyes ; 

" They wound us still with poisoned Darts, 

" And he that's wounded dies : 

" Their Form and Face, like Seas serene, 

** Still promise only Joy ; 

** But oh! the Shelves, their Hearts within, 

** Are certain to destroy. 

" Ah ! let my Fate thy Wreck prevent, 

** Nor venture from the Shore. 

But here the hapless Shepherd, spent 

In Sighs, sunk down, and said no more. 

SONG XIV. • 

The Sun had just withdrawn his Fires, 
And Phaeims shone with milder Ray, 
When Thyrsis to the Grove retires. 
As Love had pointed out the Way. 



* By a printer's error, apparently, this song b numbcrad XVI. in 
the original, and the others numbered on from it. It aeoMd nnnc 
ccssary, however, to perpetuate this error, so the printnr has ctv«n 
at iu proper number, and thiu Songs XIV. to end of this boolc art 
numbered two lower than the corr c^ wod in g songs in the originaL 
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His treraWitie Knees the Turfi 

f lis Bcbiog Head the Cowslips press 
His Breast, Ihal Sighs alone had eai'n. 
At last gBVE way to this Addms : 

O Queen, that guid'sl the silenl Honis, 
If e er EMdymioH sooch'd thj Pain, 
By all thy Joys in Carian Bow'rs, 
Kestoie mc kesalind agiin. 

To thee my mounful Plaint I send, 
Prntectiess of the virtuous Mind ; 
Do thou thy chasle A&sislance lead, 
Vtnus is lead and Cupid blind. 

Behold these Checks, how pale, how wnn 
That once were grac'd with tosie Pride : 
Dim are my Eyes, their Lustre gone. 
My Lips a purple Hue detide. 

To wretched me it nought avails 
That Pkoiba^ self has sinmg my Lyre, 
Since Plutm, worthless God, prevails. 
And only sordid Wealth can tire. 

The Nightittgale, thai pines with Love, 
With melting Notes does Grief suspend ; 
Me Verse, nor sweetest Sounds can move, 
My Torments she alone can end. 

But hark) the Kaven's direful Crook, 
Join'd with the Owl's ill-boding Shriek, 
In frightful consort Kate here spoke ; 
AIss! my Love-sick Heart will break. 



I &int, r can no looger stay, 
O Xasalind, far thee I die! 



At ki^ I feel the Power of Love 
No more preKrv'd by Reason's Anns ; 
Reason, ala* I in vain does prove 
Bdixe MarUit kiUioE Chamu, 
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When first her Form, divinely fail. 
Resistless struck my ravish'd Sight, 
Not knowing there was Danger near, 
I gaz'd with Wonder and Delight. 

But O ! too late, I found her Eyes 
G>uld Pains, as well as Joys, impart ; 
From them a £ital Glance there flies 
Which pierces me quite thro' the Heart. 

Bright CcuHa*s Shape I have admir'd, 
Bv Dlooming Cloe*sVzct been charm'd, 
Amintt^s poinant Wit has fir'd. 
And DaUt^s Voice my Breast has warm'd. 

Each Female could Delight inspire. 
To every Charm I us'd to bow ; 
But oh ! tho' each cou'd raise Desire, 
I never, never lov*d till now. 

SONG XVI. 

Was Cloe as kind as she's fiur, 
Good-natur'd, and witty, and free. 
What Nymph could with Cloi oompwe. 
Or Swain be as happy as me? 

But oh ! when I tell her of Love, 
She seems not to know what I mean ; 
Cou'd she but my Pasnoo approve. 
How happy ! how blest had I been ! 

Each Dav my Complaints I renew, 
I languish, I pine, and I grieve ; 
In vam for Compassion I sue ; 
She neither will near nor believe. 

Gods ! must I her Scorn then endiire ? 
And are my fond Hopes all in vain? 
Come, Death, then, and pve me a Oure, 
And ease me of C€lit^s Disdain. 
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THE SAUCV LOVER. 



Uf all Tliicws benealh the Sun, 
To lore 't the gieatesl Curse ; 
irone't dcny'd, then he's undone, 

Poor Adam bf his Wife, 'lis known, 
Was trick'd some Veors ngo ; 
iiut Adam was not tiick'd done, 
Yot all his Sons wefc to. 
Lovers Ibe slrangesl Fools are made, 
When ihey iheir Nymphs pursue, 
Which ihey will ne'et Relieve, till vr«d. 
But then, bIbs! 'lit true. 
They beg, Ihcy play, uld they adon, 
■Till wea.y'd out of Ltfe ; 
And pray, what's all thi» Trouble for ? 
Wy, truly, for a Wife. 
How odd a Thing's a whining Sol, 
Who sighs in grealesl Need 
For that, which soon as ever got. 
Does in:^e him sifjii indeed. 
Each Maid's an Angel whiUt sbe'i woo'd 
Uui when the Wooing[s <1one, 
The Wife, instead of Flesh and Blood, 
Troves nothing but a Bone. 
IIU, more or kss. In human Life 
No nuHtal Han can ibun ) 
Bui when a Man has got a Wife, 
He has them all in one. 
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The Liver of Pronuthius 

A growing Vulture fed ; 

A Fable that the Thing was thus. 

The poor old Man was wed. 

A Wife, all Men of Learning know, 

Was Tantaluses Curse ; 

The Apples which did tempt him so. 

Were nought but a Divorce. 

Let no Fool dream that to his Share 

A better Wife wiU faU ; 

They're all the same, faith, to a Hair, 

For they are Women all. 

When first the senseless empty Nokes 
With Wooing does begin, 
Far better he might b^ the Stocks 
That they would let him in. 
Yet for a Lover we may say. 
He wears no cheating Phiz ; 
Though other's Loolu do oft betray. 
He looks like what he is. 

More Jovs a Glass of Wine does give 

(Wife take him that gainsajrs) 

Than all the Wenches sprung from Rv€ 

E*er gave in all their Days. 

But come, to Lovers here's a Glass, 

God-wot, they need no Curse ; 

Each wishes he may wed his Lass, 

No Soul can wish him worse. 

SONG n. 

Woman, thoughtless, giddy Creature ; 
Laughing, idle, flutt'nne Thing 1 
Most fantastick Work of Nature ! 
Still like Fancy on the Wing. 

Slave to ev'ry changing Passion, 
Loving, hating, in extream : 
Fond of every foolish Fashion ; 
And, at best, a pleasing Dream. 

Lovely Trifle ! dear Illusion ! 
Conuu'ring Weakness! wisht-for Pain! 
Man s chief Glory, and Confusion, 
Of all Vanities most vain ! 

105 



Thui, dcridine Beauly's Power, 

Bui in lesH thiui half on Hour, 
ICneel'd, and whin'd, at Ctiu^i Feet. 

SONG III. 

Why so pale and wui, fbnd Lovei? 

Pritnee why so pale ? 

Will, wben lookiog well cao'l move he 

Looking ill prevail f 

Prilhee why to pile t 
Why so dull and male, youog Sinner f 
Prilhee why so mule? 
Will, when speaking well won't win h( 

Sai'tng nothing do 'I ? 

Pnthee why so mute ? 
Quit, quit for Shame [hia will not mor 
This cannot uke hei ; 
If of herself she wilL not love. 

Nothing can luake her : 

The Devil take het. 

SONG IV. 

A» the Snow in Vsljies lying, 
Phathii his wonn Beams applying. 
Soon dissolves and luns away ; 
So the Beauties, so the Graces, 
Of the most bewitching Faces, 
At approaching Age decay. 
As a Tyrant, when d^aded. 
Is despis'd and is upbraided 
By [he Slaves he once controul'd. 
So the Nymph, if none could move bei 
Is conlemn'd by every Lover 
When her Giartns are growing old. 
Melancholy Looks, and Whining, 
Giieving, QuarrellinE. a""* P'n'ng. 
Are Ih' Effects your Rigours move ; 
Soft Caresses, amorous Glances, 
Melting Sighs, transporting Trances, 
Are the bletl EHecli of Love. 
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* Fair ones, while your Beauty's blooming, 
Imploy Time, lest Age resuming 
What your Youth profusely lends, 
You are robb'd of all vour Glories, 
And condemn 'd to tell old Stories 
To your unbelieving Friends. 

SONG V. 

Prithee Billy, ben't so silly 
Thus to waste thj Days in Grief; 
You say Betty will not let ye ; 
But can Sorrow bring Relief? 

Leave repining, cease your whining, 
Pox on Torment, Tears, and Woe ; 
If she*s tender, she'll surrender. 
If she's tough— e'en let her ga 

SONG VI. 

Why all this Whining? 

^\^ly all this Pining? 

Love is a Folly, and Beauty is vain ; 

Nothing so common 

As WeSth and Woman 

To raise the Spirits and dull the Brain. 

To him that's merry, 

That's frolick and airy. 

Nothing is grievous, nor nothing is sad ; 

Then rouse thv Spirit, 

And take off tny Claret, 

In one smiling Bumper a Cure's to be had. 

If Clot fly thee. 

And still deny thee. 

Never look sneaking, nor ever repine ; 

If 'tis her Fashion 

To slight your Passion, 

Then seem most easy, and deny her thine. 

When next you meet her, 

Again entreat her. 

And if you find she wou'd make you her Tool, 

Ne'er let it vex you, 

Or once perplex you ; 

She'll soon repent it, and find who's the Fool. 
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SONG VII. 

Lovers, who WWie your Thoughts and Youth 

In Puuod'i food Eiitteftnis ; 

Wbo dream of WomLn'i Lox'c and Tnilh, 

And dool upon your Dreaint. 

I ihou'd not here yoixt Fancy lake 

From such b pleasing Stale, 

Were yau not sure nl lusX to wake, 

And lind youi Fault too late. 

Theti know, betimes, the Love which ciowM 

Our Cares is all bat Wiles, 

Compos'd of ialse faotasticlt Frowns, 

And soR dUscmbling Smiles. 

With Anger, which wmetimea they feign. 

They eiufl Tylanls prove ; 

And [hen turn Flatlereis again, 

With as affected Love. 

As if some Injury were meant 

To whom tbey kindly us'd ; 

Those Lovers are the most content. 

Who still have been refused. 

Since in oui Bos'im each has nurst 

A false and fawning Foe, 

"TisjusI, and wise, by striking first, 

To 'scope the (aUl Blow. 

SONG vin. 

With Arts oft praclii'd and admir'd, 
A youthful Swain, by Love inspir'd. 
Long Time putsu'd a Fair : 
Her Coldness equal to his Love, 
His Hopes repnls'd, his Fear improve. 
And added lo bis Care. 

With Sighs, and Tears, in vain he tries. 
But deaf to all his Sighs, she flies. 
As fast as he pursues ; 
To which he answers in Disdain, 
By trying to augnient my Pain, 
Vonraelf the Ouiqaest lose. 
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Tis true I love you, cruel Maid, 
But Love with Love must be repaid. 
To make our Bliss compleat : 
Since I've requested, you've deny'd. 
My Love, as well as yours, is try'd ; 
And I with Ease retreat 



SONG IX. 

What means this Niceness now of late. 
Since Time that Truth does prove ? 
Such Distance mav consist with State, 
But never will with Love. 
Tis either Cunning or Disdain 
That does such Vfayt allow ; 
The first is base, the last is tain ; 
May neither happen t* you. 

For if it be to draw me on. 

You over-act your Part ; 

And if it be to have me gone. 

You need not half that Art ; 

For if you chance a Look to cast 

That seems to be a Frown, 

ril give you all the Love that's past. 

The rest shall be my own. 

SONG X. 

Never more I will protest 
To love a Woman, but in jest ; 
For as they cannot be true. 
So to give each Man his due. 
When the Wooing Fit is past. 
Their Affection cannot last. 

Therefore if I chance to meet 
With a Mistress ^r and sweet. 
She my Service shall obtain. 
Loving her for Love again : 
This much Liberty I crave. 
Not to be a constant Slave. 

For when we have try'd each other. 
If she better like another, 
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Then lo change 
He oi she that li>vei 
SelU their Fteedoin for 



Still, Clet, ply thy counly Art, 

Touch aad relottdi thy Kace, 

'Till the CosinaticU I'owera im 

A Bloom 

What (hough ihr homc'tueii ci 

To modest Rule's a -Slave, 

DisdniQE all use uf White and Reil, 

Bui what plain Xalure gave. 

Vet if lo Tie wilh Ihee she due. 

Whoe'er the Ummre be, 

He roust he hiind, oi roust refer 

The Palm ei " 

For whilst her awkward Cheeks display 

Pule Rage, or blushing Shame, 

No Change ihy steilily Looks betray. 

They always tdilnc the biiiic, 



Belinda's Pride's an errant Cheat, 
A fboltsb Attitiee lo liliml ; 
Some honest Glance, thai scorn Deceit, 
Does still reveal ii-er oalive Mind. 



We sec Ihro' this Di^[uise as plain 
As we distinguish I'ainl. 



So have I seen grave Foots design, 
With formal Looks iq pass for Wise 
But Nature is a Light will shine, 
And kreak thro' atl Ditguiie. 



SONG XIII. 

V\\ tell you what, dear Betty: 
1 own you 'r wonderous pretty ; 

I also confess 

Your elegant Dress, 
And that youH-e passing witty. 

But let not Vanity fool ye, 

For I must tell you truly, 
I ne'er can abide 
To worship your Pride, 

My Will is so unruly. 

I'm not the Fool you'd have me ; 
No Tyrant can enslave me ; 

No Prude alive 

Shall me deprive 
Of the Liberty Nature gave me. 

Tho' Beauty at first inclin'd me, 
Good Humour alone can bind me ; 
Then if you think fit 
Your Flouting to quit, 
A Faithful Lover youll find me. 

SONG XIV. 

Tho', Flavia, to my warm Desire 
You mean no kind Return, 
Yet still with undlminish'd Fire 
You wish to see me bum. 

Averse my Anguish to remove. 
You think it wond'rous right 
That I love on, for ever love. 
And you for ever slight. 

But you and I shall ne'er agree. 
So gentle Nymph adieu ; 
Since you no Pleasure have for me, 
ril have no Pain for you. 

SONG XV. 

Sue to Caelia for the Favour, 
Why shou'd poor deluded Man, 
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Were not Love candema'd lo BUndneas, 

Surely he wou'd quickly find, 

Tho' )o hioi site feigns the Kindness, 

ShGistoheiKlfmuitfciiul. 

Let ui banish then the Fiuhian, 
And be resolutely br>ve ; 
Since it a their ladinaticin, 
Let 'em ask before they have. 

SONG XVI. 

Fair /rii I love, and I hourly die. 
But not for > Lip or a languishing Eye ; 
She's fickle and false, and thus we agree, 
For I Hiu Bs raise and as fickle as the ; 
We ndlhcT believe wbal either can say. 
And neither believing, we neither l<elray. 

'Tis civil to hear, and say Things, of course ; 
We mean nol the taking for better for worse 
When present we love, when alisent agree, 
1 think not of /rt!, nor /rii of mc ; 
The Legend of Love no Couplt can find 
So easy to part, or so etjually join'ii. 

SONG XVIL 

Voiing Cupid anv Day wily. 
With wcU-dissemblet! Art, 
Let fly an Arrow slily. 
And pierced me to the Heart. 

A white 1 sgh'd, grew stupid ; 
But to quit Scores with Cupid, 
I found a Way, which soijo I'll try, 
Since Reason lakes tny rtul. 

Ill tteal away \a» Arrows, 
And iw«et Revenge pursue ; 
With Wookd's Hearts I'll bead *em, 
And then they'll ne'n fty true. 
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SONG XVIII. 

The Mind of a Woman can never be known, 

You never guess it aright : 

I'll tell you the Reason — she knows not her own, 

It changes too often ere Night, 

Twould puzzle Apollo 

Her Whimsies to follow ; 

His Oracle wou'd be a Jest : 

She'll frown when she's kind, 

Then quickly you'll find 

She'll change like the Wind ; 

And often abuses 

The Man that she chuses ; 

And what she refuses 

Likes best. 

SONG XIX. 

When I see the bright Nymph who my Heart does enthral ; 
When I view her soft Eyes, her languishing Air, 
Her Merit so great, my own Merit so small, 
It makes me sdore, and it makes me despair. 

But when I consider that she squanders on Fools 
All those Treasures of Beauty with which she is stor'd. 
My Fancy it damps, my Passion it cools. 
And it makes me despise what before I ador'd. 

Thus sometimes I despair, and sometimes I despise ; 
I love, and I hate, but I never esteem ; 
The Passion grows up, when I view her bright Eyes, 
^Vhich my Rivals destroy when I look upon them. 

How wisely does Nature Things different unite ; 

In such odd Compositions our Safety is found ; 

As the Blood of the Scorpion is a Cure for the Bite, 

So her Folly makes whole whom her Beauty does wound. 

SONG XX. 

Woman's like the flutt'ring Ocean ; 
Who her pathless Ways can find ? 
Every Blast directs her Motion ; 
Now she's angry, now she's kind. 
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What ■ Fool'i Ihe vnn'rous Lover 

ftTuiI'd and loss'd liy every Wind 
Can [he Bark the Port recove 
When Ihe ull]' Pilol's blind ? 



Silly Swain, give o'er Ihy Wooing, 

Sighing, G(ung, Kissing, Cooiiig; 

An is very fooliih Doing. 

All thnt follows t&er Kis&es, 

The very best, ihe Bliss of BUsks, 

Is as dull a Joy ai this is. 

Prove the Nymph, and tasle her Tteamie ; 

Tell me Ihen, when fc!l o/ Pleasure, 

What dull Thing thou canst discover 

Duller than ■ happy Lover. 

SONG XXH. 
"Twos in this Shade, 

WhUe the Winds play'd. 
And the Birds warbl-ed under each Bough ; 

While Fountnins flow 

Munu'ring below. 
In my Anns PAil/ii utlei'd (hia Vow : 

Swain, when I prove 

False to thy Love, 
All the wing'd Nation no more shall sing ; 

No Leaf shall shoot; 

Winds shall l>e mute : 
And not a Munnur heard in the Spring. 

Thus did the swear ; 

rleas'd did I hear r 
But Words of Women, when they ^e kind, 

Shou'd last for t:ver 

Grav'd with a Feather, 
In the loose Leaves, the Water, or Wind. 

Sweet as the Rose, 

While as the Snows, 
Like 'em soon &ded, sullied, is Woman ; 

Fair like the Moon, 

Chaneing as soon : 
Bright M the Sun, and as the Sun commaa. 
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Like the frail How'r, 

(Child of an Hour) 
Such are her beauties, such are our Blisses ; 

Opening when blooming, 

Gayly consuming, 
Ev'ry Bee sucks 'em, ev*ry Wind kisses. 

SONG XXIII. 

How wretched is the Slave to Love, 

Who can no real Pleasures prove, 

For still they're mix'd with Pain : 

When not obtain'd, restless is the Desire ; 

Enjoyment puts out al^ the Fire, 

And shews the Love was vain. 

It wanders to another soon. 

Wanes and increases like the Moon, 

And, like her, never rests ; 

Brings Tides of Pleasure now, and then of Tean, 

Makes Ebbs and Floods of Joys and Cares, 

In Lover's wav'ring Breasts. 

But, spite of Love, I will be free, 

4nd triumph in the Liberty 

I without him enjoy : 

r th' worst of Prisons 111 my Body bind. 

Rather than change my free-bom Mind 

For such a foolish Toy. 

SONG XXIV. 

No scornful Beauty e'er shall boast 

She makes me love in vain ; 

That Man's a Fool, when once be's crott. 

If e'er he loves again. 

To pine or whine I never can. 

Nor tell her I must die ; 

'Tis something so beneath a Man, 

I cannot — no, not I. 

SONG XXV. 

In Pkillis all vile Jilts are met. 
Foolish, uncertain, frJse Coquette ; 
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Lore i) her eonsIMit welcome Guest, 

And still the newest pleases best. 
Quick); she likes, then leaves as soon ; 
Hei Ljfc on Woman'] a Lanipooii. 
Vel for the Plague of human Race, 
This Devil has an Angel's Fact.- ; 
Such Youth, such Sweetness in her Look, 
Who can be Man, sod not be took ? 
What formec Love, what Wit, what Art, 
Can uve a poor inclining Heart ? 
In vain a thousand Times an Hour 
KeftMHi rebels againil her Pow'r ) 
In vain I rail, I curie her Charms ; 
One Look my feeble Itagc disarms ; 
There is Enchantnicnl in her Eyes ; 
Who sees 'em cui no more be wise. 

SONG XXVI. 

Ve little Lmti, that round her wait 

To bring me Tjdings of my Kale ; 

As Ctlia on her Pillow lies, 

Ah, gently whisper, Slrifken dies. 

If this will not her Pity move. 

And the proud Fair disdains to love. 

Smile, and say, 'lis all a Lie, 

And haughty Slttphoti scorns to die. 

SONG xxvn. 

I'm not one of your Fo[», who, to please a coy Lass, 
Can lie whining and pining, and look like an Ass; 
Life is dull without Love, and not worth the possessing. 
But Fools make a Curse, what was meant for a Blessing. 
While his Godship's not rude, I'll allow him my Breast ; 
But by/nw, out he goes, should he once break my Rest. 
I can toy with a Girl for an Hour, to allay 
The Fluster qf Voutii, or the Ferment of May ; 
But must beg her Excuse not lo hi^ar Pains or Anguish, 
For that's not to love, by hci leave, but lo languid). 
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THE MERRY LOVER. 



SONG I. 

'SXyJeany and I have toil'd 

The live-lonp^ Summer Day, 

Till we amaist were spoil'd 

At making of the Hay. 

Her Kurchy was of Holland clear, 

Ty'd on her bonny Brow ; 

I wisper'd something in her Ear — 

But what's that to you ? 

Her Stockings were of Kmey green, 
As tight as ony Silk ; 

sic a Leg was never seen ; 
Her Skin was white as Milk : 

Her Hair was black as ane could wi^ 
And sweet, sweet was her Moa ; 
OJeany daintily can kiss — 
But what's that to you ? 

The Rose and Lilly both combine 
To make my/iOHy Fair ; 
There is nae Bennison like mine, 

1 have amaist no Care : 
Only I fear my Jeitnys Ftuce 
May cause mae Men to rue. 

And that may gar me say Alas 1 — 
But what's that to you ? 

Conceal thy Beauties if thou can. 
Hide that sweet Face of thine. 
That I may only be the Man 
Enjoys those Looks divine. 
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O do not prostitute, my dear, 
Wonders to common view. 
And I with £uthiul Heart shall swear 
For ever to be true. 

King Solomon had Wives enew. 
And mony a Concubine, 
But I enjoy a Bliss mair true ; 
His Joys were short of mine : 
AxAJeanys happier than they ; 
She seldom wants her Due ; 
All Debts of Love to her I pay — 
And what is that to you ? 

SONG II. 

Youn^ Corydon and PkUUs 

Sate m a lovely Grove, 

Contriving Crowns of Lillies, 

Repeating Tales of Love 

And something else : bnt wkai I dare noi name. 

But as they were a-pla]ring» 
She ogled so the Swain, 
It sav^ her plainly sailing 
Let's kiss to ease our Paint 
And something else, &c 

A thousand times he kissed her 
Upon the flow'ry Green ; 
But as he further prest her, 
A pretty Leg was seen, &c. 

So many Beauties viewing, 
His Ardor still encreasM, 
And greater Toys pursuing, 
J/e wander^ao^er her Breast, &c. 

A last Effort she trying 
His Passion to withstand, 
Cry'd (but 'twas faintly crying) 
Pray take away your Hand, 

Young Corydon grown bolder. 
The Minutes would improve ; 
This is the Time, he told her. 
To show how much J love, 
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The Nymph seem'd almost d3ring, 
Dissolv'd m amorous Heat ; 
She kiss'd, and told him sighing, 
My Dear^ your Lave is great. 

But Pkillis did recover 
Much sooner than the Swain ; 
She blushing ask'd her Lover, 
Shall we not kiss again^ &c. 

Thus Love his Revels keeping, 
Till Nature's at a stand, 
From Talk they fell to sleeping, 
/folding each other's Hand^ &c. 

SpNG IIL 

Be warv, my Caelia, when Celadon sues. 
These Wits are the Bane of your Charms ; 
Beauty, plav'd against Reason, will certainly lose, 
Warring naked with Robbers in Anns. 

Young Damon, despised for his Plainev of Pkuts, 
Has Worth that a Woman should prize ; 
HcMl run the Race out, tho' he heavily starts. 
And distance the short-winded IVise, 

Your Fool is a Saint in the Temple of Love, 
And kneels all his Life there to prav ; 
Your Wit but looks in, and makes Haste to remove, 
Tis a Stage he but takes in his Way. 

SONG IV. 

Ah ! bright Belinda, hither fly, 
And such a Light discover. 
As mav the absient Sun supply, 
And chear the drooping Lover. 

Arise, my Day, with speed arise. 
And all my Sorrows banish. 
Before the Sun of thy bright Eyes 
All gloomy Terrors vanisL 

No longer let me sieh in vain, 
And curse the hoarded Treasure ; 
Why should you love to give us Pain, 
When you were made for Pleasure ? 
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The pflly Powers of Hell destrojr | 
To rave's Ibe Ptide of Heaven : 
To you ihe Unt, ifyou prove coy ; 
IF lund, Ibe last is given. 

The ChoicE tben sure's iml hard (o make 
Betwixt » Good and Evil ; 
Which Title hnd you lalher take. 
My CodJtis, ox my Devilf 



Pious StfiMda goes to Prsy'ii, 
ir I but »k the FavoQi ; 
And yet the lender h'oaVt in Tears, 
When ihe believes I'll leave her. 

Would I were free from this Reslraini, 
Or else had Hopes lo win her ; 
Wou'd she could make of me n Sainl, 
Or I of htr s Sinnir. 



Ves. I could love, if I could find 
A Mistiess fitted lu my Mind, 
Whom neither Gold tvor Pride coald m 
To change her Virtue ot her Love. 

Lovei to go neat, not to go line ; 
Lovei for myielf, and not for nuDC 
Nol City proud, nor nicel)' Coy, 
But full of Love, and lull of Joy. 

Nol childish young, not Beldame old ; 
Not firey hot, nor icy cold \ 
Not gravely wiie to rule the State, 
Not foolish to be pointed iL 

Not wotldly rich, itot baselv pooi ; 
Not chaste, not ■ reputed Wbote : 
If such a one yon can ditcover, 
Piay, Sir, imitle me her Loret. 



SONG VII. 

Bright Cynthit^s Power divinely great» 
What Heart is not obeying? 
A thousand Cupids on ner wait, 
And in her Eyes are playing. 

She seems the Queen of Love to reign ; 
For she alone dispenses 
Such Sweets as best can entertain. 
The Gust of all the Senses. 

Her Face a charming Prospect brings, 
Her Breath gives balmy Blisses ; 
I hear an Angel when she sings, 
And taste of Heaven in Kisses. 

Four Senses thus she feasts with Joy, 
From Nature's richest Treasure ; 
Let me the other Sense employ, 
And I shall die with Pleasure. 

SONG VIIL 

If Pkillis denies me Relief, 
If she's angry, 111 seek it in Wine ; 
Though she laughs at my amorous Grief, 
At my Mirth wny should she repine ? 

Brisk sparkling Champaign shall remove 
All the Grie& my dull S<ki1 has in store : 
My Reason I lost when I lov'd. 
By drinking what can I do more ? 

Would Pkillis but pity my Pain, 
Or my amorous Vows would approve. 
The Juice of the Grape I'd disdain. 
And be drunk with nothing but Love. 

SONG IX. 

Three Nymphs contending for my Heart, 
With different Charms and Grace ; 
The first sold Puddinp, Pies, and Tarti ; 
The second, Pins and Lace ; 
The third employ'd herself to cry 
The News three Times a Week, 
Besides ev'ry Night 'twas her Delight 
To cry hot baked Ox-cheek. 
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Look, Gods, from youi Celesti&I B 
And guide me lo the best ; 
And may my Facullies and Pow'rs 
Of lleail and Mind be blesL 

Whilst thus I ery'd, the Gods icply'd, 
Thy FalP can't be reven'd ; 



Let Hi drink, and be murf. 



Theorbo and Voice. 

The chan^able World 

To our Joy is mijnst ; 

All Treasure's uncertain, 

The Down with your Duit. 

In Frolicki dispose 

Voiir Pounds, Shillii^, and Pence, 

Fdt we shsll 1>e nothing 

Ad bundled Veats hence. 

We'll kiss, and be free. 

With Moll. Bitty, and AW/r; 

Have Oysters, aiu] Lobsters, 

And Maids by the Belly. 

Fish Dinners will make 

A Lass spring like a Flea ; 

Dame Vinus (Love's Goddess) 

Was bom of the Sea : 

With Bacchus, and with her 

We'll tickle the Sense, 

For we thall be past it 

An hundred Vcars hence. 

Your most bcaiilifol Bit, 

Thai hath all Eyes upon het. 

That her Honesty sells 

For a HalgBust of Honour 1 

Whose Lightness and BrighlnoE 

Doth shine in such Splendour, 

Thai none but the Slais 

^e thought fit lo attend hci I 



Though now she be pleasant, 
And sweet to the Sense, 
Will be damnably mouldy 
An hundred Years hence. 

SONG XL 

A certain Presbvterian Pair 

Were wedded t'^other Day, 

And when in Bed the Lambs were laid. 

Their Pastor came to pray. 

But first he bade each Guest depart, 
Nor sacred Rites prophane ; 
For carnal Eyes such Misteries 
Can never entertain. 

Then 'with a Puritanick Air, 

Unto the Lord he pray'd ; 

That he would please to gnnt Encrease 

To that same Man and Maid. 

And that the Husbandman might dress 
Full well the Vine, his Wife ; 
And like a Vine, she still might twine 
About him all her Life. 

Sack-posset then he nvt them both* 
And said with lifted Eves, 
Blest of the Lord ! with one accord 
Begin your Enterprise. 

The Bridegroom then drew near his Spooiey 
T' apply prolifick Balm ; 
And while they strove in mutual Love, 
The Parson sung a Psalm. 

SONG XIL 

Cae/ia, too late you wou'd repent : 
The offering all your Store 
Is now but like a Pardon sent 
To one that's dead before. 

Your Bounty of those Favours'diown, 
Whose Worth you first de£M:e, 
Is melting valu'd Medals down, 
And giving us the Brass. 
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O ! since the Thing we heg'i a Toy, 
Thsl's pra'd by Lore alone, 
\Vhy Cfltinol Women panl Ihe Joy 
Before the Love is gone. 

SONG XIII. 

Prilliee, SHian, what doit muie on, 
By this doleful Spring ? 
You are I fear in Love, my Deu ; — 
Aiai, poor Thing I 

Truly, /an/w, I must blame ye, 
Vou look so pale and wan ; 
I feai 'Iwill prove, jou aie in Love — 
Aloi, poor Man I 

Niiy, my Suey, now I view ye, 

Well I know your Smwrt ; 

\Mien you're alone, you ligb and ^jDxa — 

Alas, poor Heart 1 

famii, hold, I due be bold 

To say ihy Heart ii stole. 

And knovf the .She, as well tu thee^ 

Alas, poor Soul I 

JAMIB. 

Then, tny Sui, lell me who, 

I'll give the BcadE of I'earl, 

And case thy Heart of all this Smarl — 

Alas, poor Girl 1 

Susan. 
Jamit, DO ; if yoa should kaoiT, 
I hu 'twou'd make ye aul. 
And pine away both. Ni^ and Day— 
Alai, poorLadl 

JUI«S. 
Then, my Sat, it b for you 
Ttiat I bom in these Flamei ; 
And when I die, I know yonti exy, 
Alas, pom yama I 
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Susan. 

Say you so, xhcn Jamie know, 
If you should prove untrue, 
Then must I hkewise cry, 
Alas, poor Sui I 

Quoth he, Then join thy Hand with mine, 
And we will wed to Day. 
I do agree, here 'tis, quoth she, 
Come, let's away. 

SONG XIV. 

Do not ask me, charming Phillis^ 
Why I lead you here alone. 
By this Bank of Pinks and Lillies, 
And of Roses newly blown. 

Tis not to behold the Beauty 
Of the Flowers that crown the Spring ; 
Tis to—- ; but I know my Duty, 
And dare never name the Thing. 

What the Sun does to the Roses 
When his Beams play sweetly in, 

I wou'd ; but my Fear opposes. 

And \ dare not name the Thing. 

On this Bank of Pinks and Lillies 
Might I speak what I wou'd do, 

I wou*d with mv lovely Pkillis, 

I wou'd , I wou d . Ah ! wou'd you I 

SONG XV. 

O ! I love a charming Creature, 
But the Flame with which I burn 
Is not for each tender Feature, 
Nor for her Wit, nor sprightly Turn ; 
But for fur dcwn^ dcwn^ deny damn ; 
But for her down^ dawn^ deny dawn. 

On the Grass I saw her lying ; 
Strait I seized her teiMer Waste ; 
On her Back she lay compl3ring, 
With her lovely Body plac'd 
Under my down^ down^ ftc. 
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Bnl the N^mph being young and tender, 
Con'd not tiear the dren^Iful Smart ; 
Slill unwilling to surrender, 
Call'd Mamma to take the Tart 
Of her daWH, devm, &c. 
Out of Brcatb Man 

re cunning, 
loo late; 

For I am davn, damn, it. 

SONG XVI. 
Come, be free, my lovely Ijssts, 
Banish dull lealraining Pride ; 
Now we're o'ei our generous Glasses, 
Let (he Mask be thrown aside. 
With OUT Wine iweet Kisses blending. 
You its Virtues shall improve ; 
Wine our warm Desires befriending, 
Shall increase the Power of Love. 
Squeamish Pnides may take Occasion, 
Whilst they bum with inward Fire, 
To condemn a generous Passion, 
Which they never could inspire, 
But how curs'd is their Condition, 
Whilst in Qs they Freedom blame? 
Every Might pant for Fruition, 
Vet find none to meet their Flame. 

SONG XVII. 

Yes, all the World will sure agree, 

He who's secure of having thee 

Will be entirely blest ; 

But 'twere in me too great a Wrong 

To make one who has been so lotig 

My Queen, my Sliaie at last. 

Not ought these Things lo be confin'd 

That were for public Good design'd : 

Could we in foolish Pride 

Make the Sun alwo^ with us stay, 

•Twould buTn OUT Com and Grass away. 

And starve (he World beside. 
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Let not the Thoughts of parting fright 
Two Souls which Passion does unite ; 
For while our Love does last, 
Neither will strive to go away ; 
And why the Devil shou'd we stay 
\Vhen once that Love is past. 

SONG XVIIL 

Whenever, C^, I begin 
Your Heart, like mine, to move. 
You tell me of the crving Sin 
Of unchaste lawless Love. 

How can that Passion be a Sin 
Which gave to Cloe Birth ? 
How can those Toys but be divine 
Which make a Heav'n on Earth ? 

To wed. Mankind the Priests trepann'd 
By some sly Fallacy, 
And disobey*d God's great Onnmand, 
Increase and multiply. 

You say that Love's a Crime, Content ; 
Yet this allow you must. 
More Joy's in Heav'n when one repent. 
Than over ninety Just. 

Since then, dear Girl, for Heav'n's sake, 
Repent, and be forgiv'n ; 
Bless me, and by Repentance make 
A Holliday in Heav^ 

SONG XIX. 

»» 
Ptm^ in Devodoo 
Bred from tender Yetn, 
From my loving Motioo 
Still was called to Pray'rs. 

I made muckle Buttle 
Love's dear Fort to win ; 
But the Kirk Apo^le 
Told her 'twas a Sin. 
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I Fasting and Repentance, 

And such whining Cant, 
With the I>oomsaay Sentence, 
Frighted my young Saint. 

He taught her the Duty 
Heavenly Joys to know ; 
I who lik'a her Beauty, 
Taught her those below. 

Nature took my Part still. 
Sense did Reason blind. 
That for all his Art, still 
She to me inclin'd. 

Strange Delights hereafter 
Did so dull appear, 
She, as I had taught her, 
Vow*d to share 'cm here. 

Faith, 'tis worth your Laughter ; 
'Mongst the Canting Race, 
Neither Son nor Daughter 
Ever yet had Grace. 

Peggy y on the Sunday ^ 
With her Daddy vext, 
Came to me on Monday^ 
And forgot his Text. 

SONG XX. 

PhiiiiSy as her Wine she sipp'd in. 
Gaily talking with her Swain, 
Into her Hand he slily slipped in — 

Tal, lal, ial, lal— 
A full Glass of brisk Champaigne. 

Why so coy, said he, and fickle ? 
Must I always sigh in vain ? 
Must I never hope to tickle — 

7a/, laly &c. — 
Your Ear with a merry Strain ? 

Long have I been toss'd and fretting 

Like a Sailor on the Main ; 

Sure, at length, 'tis Time to get in — 

7b/, &c.— 
To the Port I hope to gain. 
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Hearts you take Delight in stealing, 
Of new Conquest still are vain ; 
Torture others, whilst I'm feeling — 

7fl/, &c— 
Pleasure that is void of Pain. 

Won, at length, she listened kindly. 

And from Love could not refrain ; 

So in the Nick the Nymph was fincly- 

7a/, &c. — 
Fitted for her cold Disdain. 

SONG XXI. 

*Twas Fancy first made Ce/ia fair ; 
Twas Fancy gave her Shape and Air ; 
It robb'd the Sun, stript every Star 
Of Beauties to bestow on her ; 
And when it had the Goddess made, 
Down it fell and worshiped.. 
Creator first, and then a Creature ; 
Narcissus and a Pail of Water. 

SONG XXII. 

Amongst the Willows on the Grass, 

Where Nymphs and Shepherds lie. 

Young H^ii/y courted bonny Bess, 

And A^e// stood listening by : 

Says fVt'//, we will not tarry 

Two Months before we marry. 

No, no, fie no, never, never tell me so, 

For a Maid V\\ live and die. 

Says Nell, S^ shall not /, 

Says Nell, &c. 

Long Time betwixt Hope and Despair, 

And Kisses mixt between. 

He with a Sone did charm her Ear, 

Thinking she changed had been ; 

Savs iVtll^ I want a Blessing 

Substantialer than Kissing. 

No, no, fie no, never, never tell me so. 

For I will never change my Mind. 

Says Nell, SkeUl prove more kind. 

Says Nell, &c. 
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Smart Pain the Virgin ftnds, 
Altho' by Nature taught 
When she first to Man inclines : 
Qit^k Nell, ni venture thai. 

Oh ! who wou'd lose a Treasure 

For such a puny Pleasure ! 

Not I, not I, no, a Maid Til live and die. 

And to my Vow be true. 

Qu^h Neil, The more Fool you ^ 

Quoth Nell, &c 

To my Closet I'll repair. 
And read on godly Ik>oks, 
Forget vain Ix)ve, and Worldly Care. 
Quoth Nell, That likely looks. 

You Men are all perfidious. 

But I will be religious ; 

Try all, fly all, and while I breathe, defy all ; 

Your Sex I now despise. 

Says Nell, By Jove, she lies. 

Says Nell, &c 

SONG XXIII. 

If the Heart of a Man is depressed with Cares, 
The Mist is dispelled when a Woman appeals ; 
Like the Notes of a Fiddle, she sweetly, sweetly 
Raises our Spirits, and charms our Ears. 
Roses and LiUies her Cheek disclose. 
But her ripe Lips are more sweet than those. 

Press her, 

Caress her. 

With Blisses 

Her Kisses 
Dissolve us in Pleasure, and soft Repose. 

SONG XXIV. 

When I court thee, dear MoUyy to grant me the Bliss, 
With a squeeze by the Hand, and then with a Kiss, 
Vou, like an arch Baggage, for ever reply, 
In the same loving Mood, Can you live, Sir, and die? 
Then you ask me,^ how long this same Passion will last. 
And it I shan't cool when the Moment is past ? 
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Such Questions as these might e*en damp a Beginner, 

And must certainly puule an old batter'd pinner. 

But to show you, lor once, how much I despise 

To tell you, like some Men, a thousand damn'd Lyes, 

My Mind, dearest Girl, in few Words vou shall know. 

And if, on those Terms, you think well of it, so ; 

If not, for mv Fart, I shall ne'er take it ill. 

For if one \\ oman won't, there are thousands that will. 

That I like you at present, you never can doubt ; 
For what do I take all this Trouble about ? 
That my Passion is real, and void of Disguise, 
You may feel by my Pulse, you may read in my Eyes ; 
When these roll so fast, and that beats so quick. 
The lUnce must be in't if it's all but a Trick. 

Thy fresh ruddy Lips, and thy Teeth all so white ; 

Thy round tempting Bubbies, which heave with Delight ; 

Thy trim taper Shape, and thy dear little Feet ; 

Thy Voice that's so soft, and thy Breath that's jo sweet ; 

Thy bright beaming Eyes, and thy gay golden Hair, 

Provoke a Sensation too killing to bear ; 

Above or below nothing faulty is seen ; 

And, faith, I dare answer for what lies between. 

So many rare Charms surely never can cloy, 

But Night after Night wou'd afford one new Joy ; 

Mcthinks in my Passion I never cou'd vary, 

If a thousand Examples didn't prove the Contrary ; 

For, like other Men, I am but Flesh and Blood ; 

Yet, if I'm no better, I hope I'm as good : 

Then since, dearest Molly, any one whom you take 

Is as likely as me to prove false and foreake. 

If you e'er run the Hazard, let me be your Man, 

And I'll love you as much, and as long as I can. 

We'll toy, romp, and re%*el, we'll bill and we'll ooo. 

And do everything else which young Loven do. 

But if, upon TryaT, and often repenting, 

( For the Proof of the Pudding's, you know, in the eating) 

Your Passion or mine from the Bias shou'd run, 

As in Crowds of each Sex it already has done ; 

Shou'd we grow Cool anfl Civil, why e'en let us part. 

Nor strive to keep up a dull Passion by Art ; 

For 'tis Folly, 'tis Nonsense, our Nature to force. 

As spurring a Jade only makes her the worse : 

At formal Restraint let us neither repine. 

But give back my Heart, and I'll return thine. 
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SONG XXV. 



v lakr Painfi u 

. Tour Pussion 

I Tiide, 



Ye N™phs, r 

Vour Love, bin uwn j 

Foi Virloe, if loo nic< 

And Coyness Affect 3[ 

Cufiill makci you V'i^ins tenderi 

Make 'cm easy lo be won ; 

Let 'em presently suriendei, 

When the Treaty's once hegaa. 

Such as like a tedioiit Wooing, 

Lei 'em cmel DamscU find ; 

But for such u wou'd be daing. 

Prithee, Cupid, make 'em kind. 

SONG XXVI. 

Hy Name i) honest Harry, 

And I lore little Maty ; 

In spite of Cin or jealous Be. 

I'll (laYc ray own Ff^ary- 

My Love is blithe and bucksome. 

And sweet and fine as can be ; 

Fresh and gay as the Flow'n in May, 

And looks ljkc_/iii'^-a-Z'iiKi/f. 

And if »h« will not have me, 

That am so tme a Lover, 

111 drink my Wine, and ne'er repine, 

And down the Stairs I'll shove her. 



And declc her like a 
Her Petticoat of Satlcn, 
Her Gown of Crimson Tabby, 
Lac'd up before, and spangl'd o'er 
Just like a Banhol'mew Baby. 
Her Wasteoat shall be Scarlet, 
With Ribbands tv'd logelher; 
Her Stockings of a cloudy Blue, 
And her Sht^ of Spanish Leather ; 




Her Smock of finest Holland, 
And lac'd in every Quarter, 
Side and wide, and long enough 
To hang below her Garter. 

Then to the Church Til have her. 
Where we will wed together, 
And so come Home when we have done. 
In spite of Wind and Weather. 

The Fiddlers shall attend us. 
And Brst playy^Aii comt kiss me ; 
And when that we have danc'd around, 
Then strike up Hit or miss me. 

Then hey for little Mar^^ 
*Tis she I love alone, Sir : 
Let any Man do what he can, 
I will have her, or none, Sir. 

SONG xxvn. 

Tell me no more I am deceived. 
That Cloths false and common ; 
Bv Heav'n, I all along believ'd 
She was a very Woman : 
As such I lik'd, as such caress*d ; 
She still was constant when possessed : 
She could do more for no Man. 

But oh ! her Thoughts on others ran ; 

And that vou think a hard Thing : 

Perhaps she fancy'd you the Man ; 

Why, what care I one Farthing 1 

Vou think she's false, I am sure she's kind ; 

ril take her Body, you her Mind : 

Who has the better Bargain ? 

SONG XXVHI. 

After the Pangs of a desperate Lover, 

When Day and Night I have sigh'd all in vain, 

Ah ! what a Pleasure it is to discover 

In her Fyes Pity who causes my Pain ! 

Ah ! what a Pleasure it is to discover 

In her Eyes Pity who causes my Pain ! 
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When wilh Unhindncu our Love kl a Sund is. 

And bolh have puoish't uursrWes wilh (he Pain, 
Ah I what a Pleasure the Touch of her Hutd is ! 
Ah '. what a Plmsure lo pre&i il again '. 

When ihe Denial comes fainler and Winter, 
And her Eyes give what hec Tongur (iocs dcnj'. 
Ah 1 what a Treroliling does ushn my Joy I 
jIA I viial a TnmiltHg, &c 

When with ■ Sigh she accords me Ihe Bleadng, 
And her Eyes Iwinkle 'iwixt Pleasure aod Pain, 
Ahl whatajoy'ris, beyond all expresung! 
Ah! whal a Joy to lieiu. Shall we ognin? 
AkI wkala/ey, &c. 

SONG XXIX. 

Voung Cufid I iind 

To subdue me icclin'd, 

Bui It length I a Stratagem found 

That will rid me of him ; 

For I'll drink lo the Brim, 

And unless he can Swim, 

He like other b1 ind Puppies ihalt drown. 

, SONG XXX. 

. Dorinda has such pow'rfiil Arts, 
Such an Bltraclive Air, 
None can resist ber conqu'ring Dails, 
But gladly yield their captive lieaits 
To so divine a Fair. 

Thus the mystetious Loadstone's Pow'r 

Each wand ring A lorn draws ; 

From Pole to Pole Ihey take their Course, 

Conlin'd liy nn inliinsick Force, 

And Circli; in its Laws. 

MagnclicL Pow'is lux Cbana attcad ; 
But then, here lies the Riddle ; 
The Loadstone doei its Force extend. 
And strongest draws at either End, 
Derinda in the Middle. 
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SONG XXXI. 

Of AnncCs Charms let others tell, 

Or bright ElixeCs Beauty ; 

My Song shall be of Bouzabcl^ 

To sing of her's my Duty. 

The Fair who armed with Cupid* s Darts, 

His Flames and other Matters, 

Is all around behung with Hearts, 

As Beggars are with Tatters. 

To lavish Nature much she owes. 

And much to Education ; 

The Girls and Boys, and Belles and Beaus, 

Are struck with Admiration ; 

For blended in her Cheek there lies 

The Carrot and the Turnip ; 

And who beholds her blazing Eyes, 

His very Heart they bum up. 

Her dainty Hands are red and blue ; 

Her Teeth all black and yellow ; 

Her curline Hair of saffron Hue ; 

Her Lips like any Tallow : 

Her Voice so loud, and eke so shrill, 

Far off" it is admir'd ; 

Her Tongue, which never yet lay still. 

And yet was never lir'd. 

Ten thousand Wonders rise to View 

All o'er the lovely Creature ; 

The pearly Sweat, like Morning Dew, 

(lilds every shining Feature. 

As Isaac of his Esau said, 

She like a Forest savours : 

Thrice happy Man ! for whom the Maid 

Reser\*es her hidden Favours. 

O BouzaMy for thee we pant, 
To thee our Hopes aspire ; 
For thou has all which Lo\'ers want 
To quench their raging Fire. 
Thfn kindly take us to thy Arms, 
And in Compassion save us 
From - Innas aiu! F/iza's Charms, 
Which cruelly enslave us, 
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SONG XXXIL 

What Iho' you cannoi move het 
Wilh all your An xnd Prdnog? 
Vex Dol, fond, silly Lover, 
Nor cnrse the vsia Addressing ; 

Why shau'd you lament. 

When she shau'd repent ? 
What Help, if a Fool will deny thee? 

Tis all but a miss 

Of a Face and a Kiss; 
And there's a good Sei to supply thee. 
Who knows, wou'd you but leave hei, 
What Change she may discover ? 
Perhaps may grant the Favour, 
Rather than lose the Lover. 

If nothing avail, 

Vet, "tis Odds if she fail 
To give iheE full Right lo disdain het ; 

When, after thy Love 

And thy Worth cou'd not move, 
A Fool that bai neither Ehall gain her. 
Make Love on easy Fashion, 
And thy Success thy Measure ; 
Discarding still the Pasiion 
Thai will not bring the Fleamre, 

Examine not why 

The Lady is shy. 
If Nature, Or Honour advise het ; 

But, thy Part birly done, 

Ifshe'llnolbewon, 
Take Leave, and look out for a Wiser. 

•SONG XXXIH. 

Love is now become a Trade ; 
All its Joys are bought and sold ; 
Money is a Feature made, 
And Beauty is confin'd to Gold. 
Courtship is but Terms of Art ; 
Portion, Settlement, and Dower 
Soften the most obdurate Heart i 
The Lawyer only is the Wooer. 
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My Stock can never reach a Wife ; 
It may a small retailing Whore : 
Let Men of Fortune buy for life, 
A Night's a Purchase for the Poor. 

SONG XXXIV. 

Tho' Women, 'tis true, are but tender. 
Yet Nature docs Strength supply : 
Their Will is too strong to surrender. 
They're obstinate still till they die. 

In vain you attack 'em with Reason, 
Your Sorrows you only prolong ; 
Disputing Is always High Treason, 
No Woman was e'er in the Wrong. 
Your only Relief is to bear ; 
And when you appear content, 
Perhaps, in Compassion, the Fair 
May persuade herself into Consent. ^ 

SONG XXXV. 

If you sue to Venalia to grant you the Blessing, 
Uikt/oz'e, in Gold court her, or vain's your Addressing; 
For she says that Love nought but what's gen'rous inspires. 
And therefore rich Tokens of Love she requires.. 

Such Suitors as nothing but Love have to give her, 
(Like penny less Ghosts at the Stygian River, 
To Elysium a Passage deny'd by old Charon) 
Eternal Attendance may dance on the Fair one. 

SONG . XXXVI. 

Cloths a Goddess in the Groves, 
A Naiad in the Streams ; 
An Angel in the Church she moves ; 
A Woman in my Dreams. 

Love steals Artill'ry from her Eyes, 
The Graces point her Charms ; 
Orpheus is rival'd in her Voice, 
And I'ettus in her Arms. 
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Nfver so happily in one, 

Did Hcav'a sod Earth combini! ; 

And yet 'tin Flesh ond Blood alone 

Make her this Thing divine. 

Sbe tooks Uke other Mortal Dunrs, 

TiU I unlace her Boddice ; 

But when with Fire she meets my Flames, 

The Wench turns up a Goddess. 

SONG xxxvri. 

Srlvi« the Feir, in ihc Bloom of fifleen, 

Feir on innocent Warmth, n she lay on the Gre«n : 

She had heard of a Pleasure, and something she gues:t 

^ the lowiing and tambling and loDching ner Breait. 

She saw the Men eager, but was at a Loss 

What they meant by their Sighing, and Kis^ng so dose ; 

By iheif Praying and Whirung, 

Aiid Clasping nnd Twining, 

And Panting and Wishing, 

And .Sighing and Kissing, 

And .Sighing and Kissing so close. 
Ah I she cry'd ; ah for a languishing Maid 
In a Country of Christians to die without Aid 1 
Not a Whig, or n Tory, or Trimmer at leasl. 
Or a Protestant Parson, or Catholkk Priest. 
To instruct a young Vl^n, lltat is al r Loss 
Whal they meant by Iheir Sighing and Kissing so close ; 

By their Praying and Whining, 

And Clasping and Twining, 

And Panting and Wishing, 

And Sighing and Kissing, 

And Sighing and Kissing so close. 
Cupid in Shape of a Swain did appear ; 
He saw the sad Wound, and in lily drew near ; 
Then shew'd her hit Arrow, and bid her not fear. 
For the Pain was no more than a Maiden may bear. 
When the Balm was inhis'd she was not at a Loss 
What they meant by their Sighing and Kissitig so dose ; 

By their Praying airf Whining, 

And Clasping aiid Twining, 

Ami Panting and Wishing, 

And Sighing and Kissing, 

And Sighing and Kissing m dwe. 
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SONG XXXVIII. 

As naked almost, and more fair you appear 
Than Dtana^ when spy'd by Acicuon ; 
Yet that Stag-hunter's Fate, your Votaries here. 
We hope you're too gentle to lay on. 

For he, like a Fool, took a Peep and no more, 
So she gave him a large Pair of Horns, Sir : 
What Goddess, undrest, such Neglect ever bore ? 
Or what Woman e'er pardon 'd such Scorns, Sir ? 

The Man who with Beautv feasts only his Eyes, 
With the Fair always works his own Ruin ; 
You shall Bnd by your Actions, one Looks and one Sighs, 
We're not barely contented with Viewing. 

SONG XXXIX. 

Since you will needs my Heart possess, 
Tis just to you I first confess 
The Faults to which 'tis given : 
It is to Change much more inclin'd 
Than Woman, or the Sea or Wind, 
Or aught that's under Heaven. 

Nor will I hide from you this Truth, 

It has been from its very Youth 

A most egregious Ranger : 

And since from me 't has often fled. 

With whom it was both bom and bred, 

'Twill scarce stay with a Stranger. 

The Black, the Fair, the Grey, the 5>ad, 
(Which often made me fear 'twas road) 
With one kind Look cou'd win it ; 
So nat 'rally it loves to range. 
That it has left Success for Change, 
And, what's worse, glories in it. 

Oft, when I have been laid to Rest, 
'T would make me act like one possest. 
For still 'twill keep a Pother ; 
And tho' you only 1 esteem. 
Vet it will make me in a Dream 
Court and enjoy Another. 
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After ihese Tniths thai I have said, 

To Uke this arrant Rover ; 

Be nol displcas'd, if I protest, 

I think tile Heart wilhin your Bieast 

Will prove just such another. 

SONG XL. 

Would you have a youne Virgin of fifteen Year*, 
You must tickle hei Fancy with Sweets and Diess ; 
Ever [(^ing and playing, and sweetly, sweetly 
Sing a Love Sonnet, and charm hei Ears ; 
Wittily, prettily talk bet down ; 
Cbuse her, and praise her, if laii or brown ; 

South her and smooth hei, 

And leaie her and please her. 
And touch but her Smisker, and aU's your own. 
Do you fancy a Widow well known in Man, 
With a Front of Assurance come boldly on ; 
Be at her eaeb Momenl, and briskly, briskly 
Put her in Mind how her Time steals on ; 
Rattle and prattle, oltho' she frown ; 
Route her and touie her from Mom to Noon, 

And shew her «ome Hour 

Youll answer her Dow'r, 
Attd get but her Writings, and all's your own. 
Do you fancy a Funk of Humour free. 
That's kept by a Fumhler of Quality, 
You must rail at her Keeper, and tell her, tell her 
That Picture's besl Charm is Variety : 
Swear her much fairer than all the Town ; 
Try her and ply her when Cul/yi gone ; 

Dog her and jog her, 

And meet her and treat her. 
And kiss with a Guinea, and all's yoiii own. 
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THE PRESSING LOVER. 



SONG I. 

Bell^ thy Looks have kiird my Heart, 

1 pass the Day with Pain ; 

When Night returns, I feel the Smart, 
And wish for thee in vain. 

Fm starving cold, while thou art warm ; 
Have Pity and incline. 
And grant me for a Hap that charm- 
-ing Petticoat of thine. 

M^ ravisht Fancy, in amaze. 
Still wanders o'er thy Charms ; 
Delusive Dreams ten thousand Ways 
Present thee to my Arms : 

But waking, think what I endure, 
While cruel you decline 
Those Pleasures, which can only cure 
This panting Breast of mine. 

I faint, I fiul, I wildly rove. 
Because you still deny 
The just Reward that's due to Love, 
And let true Passion die. 

O turn, and let soft Pity seise 
That lovely Breast of thine ; 
Thy Petticoat could gjive me Ease 
If thou and it were mine. 

Sure Heaven has fitted for Delight 
That benuteous Form of thine ; 
And thou*rt too good its Law to slight 
By hindering the Design. 
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Miy all iMf t'uweis of Love apee 
At length lo mske thee mine ; 
Ol looM my Cbaiiu, and set me free 
From every Chacm of ihinc. 



SONG n. 

Prilhee, Clx give o'ei, 

A mi perplex me no more, 
Foi, my Charmer, it looks very quealy 

Tliit in lilooming fifteen, 

Thou'rt a&aicl to be seen 
By a Shepherd who lovcii ihce so dcaily. 

When with Speed 1 punue, 

Intending lo Wooe, 
And tell Ihee how much I'm thy Lover, 

LJke a fearful young Lamli, 

That rims a.het Its Dam, 
So tllDU fljest away to thy Mother. 

I know't has been told. 

That pRtriatchs of old 
Spent tlueescore years in their Wooing t 

Twas no Wonder, then, 

Thnl a Nytnph of Fifteen 
Should be coy wben a Swain wu pnrsuinit 

But, nw Charmer, I vow, 

Tis a Miracle now, 
Thai a Nymph in her Teens ^herald fly any. 

When I dare now engage 



Fye ZiM, Bcom Ihe lilLle 
Whicli meaner lieaulies i 
Who Ihinli thev ne'er sec 
Unlesi ibey Mill refuse ; 
Are coy and shy ; will ie 
To raise our Passion higher ; 
But when the poor Delight is known. 
It quickly pulls Desire. 
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Come, let's not trifle Time away. 
Or stop you know not why ; 
Your Blushes and your Eyes betray 
What Death you mean to die ; 
Let all your Maiden Fears begone, 
And Love no more be crost : 
Ah ! Lizat when the Joys are known 
Youll curse the Minutes past. 

SONG IV. 

A Nymph of the Plain, 

By a jolly young Swain, 

By a jolly young Swain 

Was addressed to be kind : 

But relentless I find 

To his Pray'rs she appeared, 

Tho' himself he endear*d. 

In a manner so softy so enga^ng and swut. 

As soon might persuade fur his Passion to mat. 

How much he ador*d her, 
How oft he implor'd her, 
How oft he implor'd her 
I cannot express ; 
But he lov'd to Excess, 
And swore he wou'd die 
If she wou'd not comply. 
In a manner^ &c. 

While Blushes, like Roses, 
Which Nature composes. 
Which Nature composes, 
Vermillioned her Face 
With a beautiful Grace, 
Which her Lover improv'd 
When he found he had mov'd. 
In a manner^ &c 

When wak'd from the Joy 
Which their Souls did employ. 
From her ruby worm Lips 
Thousand Odours he sips ; 
At the Sight of her Eyes 
He faints and he dies, 
In a fftanner, SiC, 
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Bat bow they shall pan 

Now becomes all ihe Smatl, 

Now becomes all ihe Smut ; 

Till he voVd lo his Fair, 

That to eaxe his own Care 

He would m«et her ogiin, 

And till then be in Pnin. 

Jn a maHHtr sa soft, it (ngaghif; tmJ svutt. 

At soon might (nraiadt her hit Piiniim to meet. 

soNc; V. 

Catlia, let not Pride undo you, 
Ijpit and Life Sy swiftly on ; 
Let not DamoH still piiiiiuc you, 
Still in vain till Love ii gone : 
See how fait the liloomin^ Rnse is. 
Sec by all how justly prii J ; 
But when it its Btauly loses, 
See the wilher'd Thing despiseJ. 

When these Charms that Vouth hnvc Icnl you 

Like the Roses are deca/d, 

Catlia, you'll loo late repent you. 

And be forc'd to die a Maid. 

Die a Maid '. die a Maid I die a Maid 1 

Caelia, you'll too Inte repent you, 

And be farced to die a Maid. 



SONG VL 

Caclia. my dearest, no lonjFcr depress me, 
But hosteu to bless me, 
And Hy to my Anns, 

coii'd I charm you 1 
IIoiv I wou'd warm you ! 

How I wou'd revel and sport in your Atmst 

No one is near : 

Why should we fear ? 

Why should we these pretious Moments delaj 

ir iVe offended. 

1 ne'er intecided ; 

I'll beg youi Pardon another Day, 
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SONG VII. 

By the Mole on your Bubbles, so round and so white ; 
By the Mole on your Neck, where my Arms would delight ; 
By whatever Mole else you have g;ot out of Sight, 
I prithee new hear me, dear Molly. 

By the Kiss just a-starting from off your moist Lips ; 
By the delicate up-and-down Jutt of your Hips ; 
By the Tip of your Tongue, which all Tongues far out-tips; 
I prithu^ &C. 

By the Down on your Bosom, on which my Soul dies ; 
By the Thing of all Things, which vou love as your Eyes ; 
By the Thoughts you lie down with, and those when you 

rise, 
I prithee, &c. 

By all the soft Pleasure a Virgin can share ; 
By the critical Minute no Virgin can bear ; 
By the Question I bum so to ask, but don't dare, 
J prithu new hear nUy dear Molly, 



SONG VIII. 

When first I sought fair Celiacs Love, 
And every Charm was new, 
I swore by all the Gods above 
To be for ever true. 

But long in vain did I adore. 
Long wept and sigh'd in vain ; 
She still protested, vow'd and swore. 
She ne'er would ease my Pain. 

At last overcome, she made me blest. 
And yielded all her Charms ; 
And 1 forsook her when possess!. 
And fled to others' Arms. 

But let not this, dear Celia^ now 
Thy Breast to Rage incline ; 
For why, since you forgot your Vow, 
Shou'd 1 remember mine ? 
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Thy Lover's Eyc&, yet trusl Ihy own. 

Aw '(I by Blern Honout, watchful Spies, 
Dull, (ormal RuIfb I'm fotc'd t' obej' ; 
like Dungfon Slaves, my hasty Evm 
Ju9l snatch a Glimpse of cheaiful Day. 

Absent, the Onun Walks I view. 
Here went JS/iia, there die came ; 
With Teais my lonely Couch bedew, 
And dreaming, sigh Etzta'i Name. 

" Where is his Soul ?" the Women a 
" The Biupid Lump ! the liTeleaa 
"Where, s«y the Men, "his brisk Repl; 
" His crimson Glass, and noisy Mirth ' 

Hasi thou not maik'd my burning Kiss. 
My lawless Pulse, my bounding Heart ; 
How oft, when wild for further Bliss, 
AH trembling from thy Arms I start? 

Ah, spotless Fair, Iho' well 1 find 
My Passion's strong, my Reason's frail : 
Ah, can I stain thit Angel Mind, 
And, Virtue Itwl, let Love prevail? 



Aei'"i' 

Gtta'd at through all the Myrtle (iTuvt, 
Fot burning Love and chaste Despair. 

Say, if thou lov'st, did ever Youth, 
Tliat wish'd like me, like me endure ? 
Do'st thou not blame this Swainisb Truth, 
And wiih my Flame was not so pute ? 

In pity hate me, tempting Fair, 

An happy Exile let me fly ; 

What tiVriih Wretch his Thirst can bear. 

That se«t the eoolii^ Stream lo nigh I 




Oh ! I shall all my Vows unsay, 

If once I gare my Blood will glow ; 

This virtuos Frost will melt away, 
And Love's wild Torrent over-flow. 

SONG X. 

Pkillis^ we not grieve that Nature 
Forming you has done her Part, 
And in every single Feature 
Shew'd the utmost of her Art. 

But in this it is pretended 
That a mighty Grievance lies ; 
That your Heart should be defended. 
Whilst you wound us with your Eyes. 

Love's a senseless Inclination, 
When no Mercy's to be found ; 
But just, when kind Compassion 
Gives us Balm to heal the Wound. 

Persians paying solemn Duty 
To the rising Sun inclined. 
Never would adore his Bcautv, 
\But in Hopes to make him kmd. 

SONG XL 

Tell me, Clot^ why has Nature 
Been so partial to your Form ; 
Why in Beauty deck'd each Feature ? 
Think you 'twas to aid your Scorn ? 

No, mistaken charming Woman, 
Nature no such Thrift requires ; 
She bestows her C«ifts in common. 
And our lib'ral Use desires. 

Then no longer doal on Pow'r, j 

But let Love your Thoughts employ ; \ 

Use the now propitious Hour, 
And improve the instant Joy. 

Time, tho' slowly, is approaching I 

When that Face we now adore, 

'Stead of Love will cause our Loathing, I 

Spread with Age and^Wrinkles o'er. 
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Then when wemUv. vainly prating, 
Viiu your foTuici Conquests boast, 
WJio 11 regatd yuu, while relating 
What your Scorn and Folly lost ? 



Will you ever, lovely Channet, 

Still penist to lyranue? 

Still, &c. 1 

Can no Fire approach to wann her 

Who from Dangec never fliei ? 

JKt*. &c. 

Circled In a Crowd of Lovers, 

Kindly all you ei 

A'tndlf,lkc.; 

None your favourite Smile di 

Yet we're plcas'd to live in Pain, 

Ytt, &c 

Vet believe me, lovely Creature, 

_ I'd you kind as fair, 
Mtia'tn, ic"; 

TlUil for once the Cod of Nature, 
None are happy but a Pair, 
Netti, &c. 

SONG XIII. 

O fly from thi< risce, dear F/era, 
Thy Gaoler has set thee free j 
And before l! ...■..-. 

Vou'll find a kind tiuardinn in me. 
Dearest Creature, exchange for a better. 
Confinement can have no Charmt ; 
Think which of your Prisoni ii iweeiet. 
This or a young Lorer'i Arnks, 



Caelia, hoard thy Charmi no more | 
Beauty's tike the Miser*! Treasure ; 
Still the vain Poneuor's poor ; 
What are Riches without Pleasure? 




Endless Pain the Miser takes 
To encrease his Heap of Money ; 
Lab'rinff Bees his Pattern makes. 
Yet he tears to taste his Honey. 

Views with aking Eyes his Store, 
Tremblinjg, lest he chance to lose it ; 
Pining still for want of more, 
Tho' the Wretch wants Pow'r to use it. 

Caelia thus, with endless Arts, 
Spends her Days her Charms improving ; 
Laboring still to conquer Hearts, 
Yet ne*er tastes the Sweets of loving. 

Views with Pride her Shape, her Face, 
Fancjring still she's under Twenty ; 
Age brings Wrinkles on apace. 
While she starves with all her Plenty. 

Soori or late they both will find 
Time their Idol from them sever ; 
He must leave his Gold behind, 
Lock'd within his Grave for ever. 

Catiia's Fate will still be worse. 
When her fading Charms deceive her ; 
Vain Desire will be her Curse, 
When no Mortal will relieve her. 

Caelia, hoard thy Charms no more ; 
Beauty's like the Miser's Treasure : 
Taste a little of thy Store ; 
What is Beauty without Pleasure ? 

SONG XV. 

Oh I my Treasure, 

Crown my Pleasure ; 
I^l this be the happy Night : 

Bless, oh bless me ! 

Kindly press me. 
Let me die with dear Delight. 

Leave this Trembling 

And Dissembling, 
Lay aside all Female Art ; 

I/Ove's soft Pleasure 

Beyond Measure 
Will atone for all its Smart 
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obatd 

:o Juji peEsuadcd ? 
Why M perversely stand iis gaaitl, 
By Love and Youth invaded? 
Did cvei Dame against the Knighl, 
Who came lo her redressing, 
For the rude (Jianl-Jaller fight, 
And help her own oppressing ? 



Such Honour is, the lender Maiil 
With rigid Force restraining ; 
Love soon, with Lesve, wou'd le 
And end the Tyrant's reigning. 
But, the poor Fool's so taught 10 dread 
Her Friend, her Foe to favour. 
She thinks it Ruin to be freed, 
ProtectioD lo enslave her. 
Be wise, ye Fair, and keep not dead 
Upon your Hands your Treasure ! 
The honest Lover does but plead 
For a fair Truck of Pleasure. 
Between the Nymph and S- 
la Love, 'lis cmuil Trailing 
He g^s the Riches of het J 
And she his Vessel's Lading. 

SONG XVH. 

Emilia, art thou Mnd, 
To let the World, in me. 
Envy Joys I never bod. 
And censure them in thee ! 
Fill'd with Grief for what is post, 
Let as at length, iie wise, 
And the Banquet Ixildly taste, 
Since we have paid the Price. 
Lin-e does easy Souls despise, 
Wlio kite thtiii5olve» for Toys; 
An Escape for those devise 
Who taste his utmost Joys. 



To be thus for Trifles blam'd 
Like their*s a Folly is, 
Who are for vain Swearing damn*d, 
And know no higher Bliss. 

Love shou'd, like the Year, be crown'd 
With sweet Variety ; 
Hope should in Spring abound. 
Kind Fears, and Jealousy. 

In the Summer Flowers shou'd rise, 
And in the Autumn Fruit ; 
His Spring doth else but mock cor Eyes, 
And in a Scoff salute. 



SONG xvin. 

I love thee, by Heav'n ; I cannot say more ; 
Then set not my Passion a-cooling : 
If thou yield'st not at once I must e'en give thee o'er. 
For I'm but a Novice at Fooling. 

What my Love wants in Words it shall make up in Deeds; 
Then why should we waste Time in Stuff, Child ? 
A Performance, you wot well, a Promise exceeds, 
And a Word to the Wise is enough, Child. 

I know how to love, and to make that Love known. 
But I hate all protesting and argueine ; 
Had a Goddess my Heart, she shou'd e'en lie alone 
If she made many Words to a Bargain. 

I'm a Quaker in Love, and but barely affirm 
Whate'er my fond Eyes have been saying ; 
Pr'ythee be thou so too, seek 'for no better Term, 
But e'en throw thy Yea or thy Nay in. 

I cannot bear Love, like a Ckanury Suit, 
The Age of a Patriarch depending ; 
Then pluck up a Spirit, no longer be mute. 
Give it one Way or other an ending. 

Long Courtship's the Vice of a phlegmatick Fool ; 
Like the Grace of fanatical Sinners, 
When the Stomachs are lost, and the Victuals grow cool. 
Before Men sit down to their Dinners. 



SOKG XIX. 

OwT /irninda, in vain you nu ciioly rr^M' 

VituI NaiUR and Love do iiupire i 

Thai (bniml old Way, which ywit Molhei did luc, 

nan never ijonfine the ilesirc ! 

tl rathei addb Oil 1o ihe Fire. 
When Ihe tempi ing Dclighi* of Wooing arc Io«, 
And PJeaiure a Duty becomes, 
We liolh aball appear, like tome dead Lover's Obost. 

To frightpn each o(hci from Home ; 

And the genial Bed like a ToniLi. 
N'lw low at your Feel your tbnd Lover will lie. 
And srcV a new File in your Eyes ; 
One amoiDUB Smile will exalt hun )o high. 

He can all but Aminila detpiie ; 

Then change to a Frown, and he diei. 
To Love, and e*eh oiher, we'll ever be true ; 
Qui to raise our Enjoymentt by Art, 
We'U often bll oul, and ax often renew ; 

For lo wound and cure Ibt Smart 

Ib Ibe Pleasure which captures (he Heart. 

SONG XX. 
Hence, hence, thou vain fanlaHic Fear 
Of III to come, we know not where ; 
Stand not with thy Infernal Face 
To flight my I^ve from my Embrace ; 
To what s Height should we love on 
Wert thou and all thy Shadows gone i* 
S^, Hgfa no more, nor ciy ; forbear, 
Tib Sin, I nuyther must noi dare i 
If Sin can in these Pleasures Uwelt. 
If this can be the Gate of Hell, 
No Fleth can hold from eni'iiiuin ; 
Heav'n must Ibrgive so sweet a iSln. 



Down, down ihe does h^n lo 
And now the Shadows vanish a 
And now the Gate is ope to Bli 
And now I'm enlered Paradise ; 
Wliilsl envving Angek flock to 
And wonder whal it is we do. 
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SONG XXI. 

Say, lovely Sylvia^ leud and fiur, 
Venus in Face and Mind, 
Why must not I that Bounty share 
You pour on all Mankind ? 

That Sun that shines promiscnosly 
On Prince and Porters Head, 
Whv must it now leave only me 
To languish in the Shade ? 

In vain you cry, You*ll sin no more, 
In vain you pray and fast ; 
Youll ne'er persuade us, till threescore, 
That Sylvia can be chaste. 

When thus affectedly you cant. 
You're such a young Beginner, 
You make at best an awkward Saint, 
That arc a charming Sinner. 

SONG XXII. 

There was a Swain full fair 

Was tripping it over the Grass, 

And there he spy'd with her nut-brown Hair 

A pretty, tight Country Lass : 

Fair Damsell, says he 

With an Air brisk and free, 

Come, let us each other know : 

She blush'd in his Face, 

And reply 'd with a Grace, 

Pray forbear, Sir ; no, no, no, no, &c 

The Lad being bolder grown, 

Endeavour'd to steal a Kiss ; 

She cry'd, Pish—let me alone. 

But held up her Nose for the Bliss : 

And when he Ix^n 

She would never have done. 

But into his Lips she did grow ; 

Near smothered to Death, 

As soon as she had Breath, 

She stammer'd out, No, no, no, no, &c. 



Come, come, sa^ he, pretty Maid, 

Let*s to your private Grove ; 

Cupid always delights in the cooling Shade, 

There V\\ read thee a Lesson of Love : 

She mends her Pace, 

And hastens to the Place ; 

But if her Lecture you'd know, 

Let a bashful young Muse 

Plead the Maiden's Excuse, 

And answer you. No, no, no, no, &c 

SONG XXIIL 

By the Toast of your Health, when full Bumpers go down ; 
By the am'rous Masquerade Beaus of the Town ; 
By the powder'd pert Fop, and the rustic dull Qown, 
I prithee new hear me, dear Cloe, 

By the Pink of the Mode, which the Fair so adore ; 
By the Pride of the Sex, when their Smiles we implore ; 
By the Charms of your Dress, and the Force of its Pow'r, 
J prithee, &c. 

By the Posy display'd on your Ring, or your Garter ; 
By your delicate Snuff-box, enameird much smarter ; 
By ihtje-ne-scay-quoy, when your Captives cry Quarter, 
I prithee, &c. 

By the simpering Dimple your Smiling discovers ; 
By the ogling Glance when you captivate Lovers ; 
By the coquetting Belles, wno censure all others, 
I prithee, &c. 

By that Circle, your Hoop, which such Charms does in- 
close ; 
By your killing bright Eyes, and your aquiline Nose ; 
By the Death they commit, when a Spark you depose, 
I prithee, &c. 

By your Lips so ambrosial, and Bosom so fair ; 
By your Parrot's fine Prattle, which charms your fine Ear ; 
By the gen'rous young Sylphs who make you their Care, 
I prithee, &c. 

By your Lilly-white Hands, and Fingers so pretty ; 
By your exquisite Genius, facetious and witty ; 
By all the gay Fancies described in this Ditty, 
I prithee ttoiv hear me, dear Che. 
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SONG XXIV. 

Why should a Heart so tender break ? 
O Myra ! give its Anguish Ease ; 
The Use of Beauty you mistake. 
Nor meant to vex, but please. 

Those Lips for Smiling were design'd, 
That Bosom to be prest, 
Your Eyes to languish and look kindy 
For amorous Arms your Waste. 

Each Thing has its appointed Right, 
Established by the Powers above ; 
The Sun and Stars give Warmth and Ligbty 
The Fair distribute Love. 

SONG XXV. 

Come, dearest Flavia^ pray be kind ; 
Why should you shun, why longer slight me? 
Vou*ll find in Love all Pleasures join'd, 
And share the Joys whilst you delight me. 

Wh^ should you be averse to Bliss, 
Whilst I in boundless Transports die ? 
Voull feel the rapt'rous Extasies, 
And cease to breathe as well as L 

Let us the happy Time improve, 
Now Time and Place do both conspire ; 
Time swiftly flies away in Love, 
Then let us gratify Desire. 

(She vields, I see it in her Eyes.) 
You'll find true Bliss in Love alone ; 
How vast must be the rapt'roos Joys 
Where every Sense is bless*d in one. 
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THE HAPPY LOVER. 
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SONG I. 

The Lass of Plgat/s Mill, 
So bonny, blith, and my. 
In spite of all my SkiU, 
Flatn stole my Heart away : 
When tedding of the Hay 
Bare-headed on the Green, 
Love midst her Locks did play. 
And wanton in her E>n, 

Her Arms white, round, and mooth. 

Breasts rising in their Dawn ; 

To Age it would nve Youth 

To press them with his Hand : 

Thro' all my Spirits ran 

An Extacy of Bliss, 

When I such Sweetness found 

Wrapt in a balmy Kiss. 

SONG H. 

Ye watchful Guardians of the Fair, 
W^ho skiff on Wings of ambient Air, 
Let my dear De/ia \ye your Care, 
And represent her Lover, 
With all the Gaity of Youth, 
With Honour, Justice, Love, and Truth ; 
Till I return her Passion sooth, 
For me in Whispers move her. 

Be careful no base sordid Slave, 
With Soul sunk in a sordid Grave, 
Who knows no Virtue but to save, 
With glaring Gold l^witch her : 
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Tell her for me she was designed, 
For me, who knows how to be kind, 
And have more Plenty in my Mind 
Than one that's ten times richer. 

SONG III. 

Poor Danum knocked at Caeiia^s Door, 
He sigh'd and begged, and wept and swore ; 

The Sign was so : 

She answered, No, 

No, no, no ; Danum^ no. 

Again he sigh'd, again he pra/d ; 
No, Damon^ no, I am afraid ; 
Consider, Datium^ I'm a Maid, 

Consider ; no, 

I am a Maid, 

No, &c. 

At last his Sighs and Tears made Way ; 

She rose, and softly turned the Key : * * ^ 

Come in, said she, but do not stay ; ;* 

I may conclude 

You will be rude. 
But if you will you may. 

SONG IV. 

Is Hamilla then my own ? 
O ! the dear, the charming Treasure ! 
Fortune now in vain shall frown. 
All my future Life is Pleasure. 

See how rich with Youthful Grace, 
Beauty warms her every Feature ; 
Smiling Heaven is in her Face, 
All is gay, and all is Nature. 

See what mingling Charms arise. 
Rosy Smiles and kindling Blushes ; 
Love sits laughing in her Eyes, 
And betrays her secret Wishes. 

Haste then from the Idalian Grove, 
Infant Smiles, and Sports and Graces, 
Spread the downy Couch for Love, 
And lull us in your sweet Embraces. 




Sofitst RaplurM, pare Etom NoUe, 
This kai happy Night surround us i 
While B (housnnd sprilely Joys 
Sitcnl flullcT nil aiouod us. 

Thus unsour'il wilb C»re or Strife, 
lluven Mill giuni this dearest Blessing ; 
While wc trend [he Path of Life, 
Loving still, uid slill pcsseuing. 



SONG V. 

TninipoTted with Pleasure, 
I gnze on my Treaiurt, 
And ravish my Sight, 
And ravish my Sight ; 
Whilt ^e gaily smiling, 
My Auguiih beguiling, 
Augmenu my Delight. 

How blest is s Ixjver 
Whose Toimenli are ovei, 
His Fears and his Pain, 
His Fcirs and his Paio ; 
When Beauty, relenling, 
Repays with consenting 
Her Scorn and Disdain. 



May the Ambitious ever lind 
i>nccess in Crowds and Noise, 
While gentle Love does till my Mind 
With sSent teal Joys. 

May Knaves and Fools grow rich and g 
Aod all the World think them ^ ise, 
^Vhilc I Ue at my Nann^s Feel, 
Anil alt the World despise. 



Her Eyes can give mucK brighic: 
Her .-irmi mucli softer N^ts. 
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SONG VII. 

Behold I fly on Wings of soft Desire, 
Whilst gentle Zephyrs waft me on ; 
Eager as when a Bridegroom, all on Fire, 
Longs ftt>m the Company to be gone : 

She blushing flies the Pleasure, 

He rushing grasps his Treasure, 
Till with mutual Tenderness each other they warm : 

Since PhaMs my Guide, 

And Love does preside, 

Each Monarch, tho' great, 

Wou*d envy my State, 
For she, she alone has the Power to chann. 



SONG VIIL 

When I survey Clarinda*s Charms, 
Folded within my circling Arms, 
What endless Pleasures move along. 
Serenely soft, and sweetly strong ; 
Every Smile invites to Love ; 

Balmy Kisses, 

Am'rous Blisses, § 

Every rising Charm improve. 

Love on her Breast has fixt his Throne, ^- • 

And Cupid revels in her Eyes ; 

Who can the Charmer's Power disown. 

When in each Glance an Arrow flies ? 

Yet when wounded we feel no Pain ; . 

No, *tis Pleasure 

Above Measure ; 
Raptures flow in every Vein, 



SONG IX. 

No, Dtlia^ no ; what Man can range 

From such Seraphick Pleasure ? 

Tis want of Charms that make us change, 

To grasp the Fairy Treasure : 

What "Nlan of Sense wou'd c^uit a certain Bliss 

For I It)pes, and empty Possibilities ? 
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Vain Fools their tare Possetnons spend 

In Hopes of Chymic Treasure, 

But for their fanc/d I^hes find 

Both want of Gold and Pleasure : 

Rich in mv De/ta^ 1 can wish no more ; 

The Wanderer, like the Chymist, must be poor. 



SONG X. 

As Ctulia near a Fountain lay, 

Her Eye-lids closed with Sleep, 

The Shepherd Datnan chanc'd that Way 

To drive his Flock of Sheep, 

To drive, &c. 

With awful Steps he approach'd the Fair, 
To view her charming Face, 
Where every Feature wore an Air, 
And every Part a Grace, 
And every, &c. 



His Heart inflamed with am'rous Pain, 
He wished the Nymph would wake, 
Tho' ne'er before was any Swain 
i • g So unprepared to speak, 

I * So unprepared, &c. 

[muL Whilst slumbering thus fair Caeiia lay, 

j^P Soft Wishes filled her Mind ; 

j ♦ I She cried, Come, Thyrsis, come away. 



For now I will be kind, 
For now, &c. 

Damon embraced the lucky Hit, 
I And flew into her Arms ; 

i He took her in the yielding Fit, 

And rifled all her Charms, 

And rifled, &c. 

SONG XI. 

Cloey when I view thee smiling, 
Joys coelcsiial round me move ; 
Pleasing Visions Care beguiling, 
Guard my State aii<l crown my Love : 
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To behold thee gaily shining 
Is a Pleasure past defining ; 
Every Feature charms mv Sight : 
But, oh Heav'ns ! when I'm caressing. 
Thrilling Raptures never ceasing. 
Fill my Soul with soft Delight. 

O ! thou lovely dearest Creature, 
Sweet Enslaver of my Heart ! 
Beauteous Master-piece of Nature, 
Cause of all my Toy and Smart ! 
In thy Arms enfolded lay me. 
To dissolving Bliss convey me. 
Softly sooth my Soul to rest ; 
Gently, kindly, oh my Treasure ! 
Bless me, let me die with Pleasure 
On thy panting snowy Breast. 



SONG XII. 

Whilst AUxu\3i\ prest 

In her Arms he loved best, 

With his Hand round her Neck, 

And his Head on her Breast, 

He found the fierce Pleasure too hasty to stay. 

And his Soul in the Tempest fast flying away. 

When Caeiia saw this. 

With a Sigh and a Kiss 

She cried. Oh my Dear, I am robbed of my Bliss ; 

'Tis unkind to your Love, and unfaithfully done. 

To leave roe behind you, and die all alone. 

The Youth, tho' in Haste, 

And breathing his last. 

In Pity dy*d slowly, while she dy'd more £ut ; 

Till at length she cry'd — Now, my Dear, now let us go ; 

Now die, my A lexis ^ and I will die too. 

Thus intranced they did lie, 
TiU AUxis did try 

To recover new Breath, that again he might die ; 
Then often they dy'd ; but the more they did so. 
The Nymph dy'd more quick, and the Shepherd more 
slow. 
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SONG xm. 

Upon ClartHiia's piniing Brcasi 
The happy Strtfhon lay. 
With Love and Bcauiy joinlly preat 
To posi Ihc Time away ; 
Frcih Knptuics of Uanxporling Xjtv; 
1^1 avc struck hit Senses dumb ; 
He envies not the Powei abuve. 
Nut all lUe Joyi to come- 
As painful Beet abrosd do rove 
To Icicb ihcit Treaiure* home. 
So Strtfhm rov'd ihe Fields of Love 
To fill liL-i Haney-comb ; 



When Clee shinea sercoely gsj. 
Oh ! how Love's Goddets ihe outvies t 
How oD her IJpi the Graces play, 
And Cnfids wanton in her Eyes I 

Whsl soft Delights her Smiles impait ! 
What Raptures docs young Daman feel, 
When IhuB she ravishcns his Heart 
With Joys too mighty to reveal t 

Let the Conccileil of bet Sex 
Requite, with Scorn, the Lover'j Piiin ; 
Let them lake Pleasure to perplen, 
And triumph o'er a dying Swain. 



The Gad4ike Romans so [tho' crown'd 
Whore-e'er they came, with Victoiy) 
Hot for their Anns were more renonra'i 
Thkn fbi (heii Acts of Clemencj. 
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SONG XV. 

As Damon late with Cloe sat, 

They talked of Am'rous Blisses ; 

Kind Things he said, which she repaid 

In pleasing Smiles and Kisses : 

With tunenil Tongue, of Love he sung ; 

She thank'd him for his Dittv ; 

But said. One Day she heard him say, 

The Flute was mighty pretty. 

Young DamoHt who her meaning knew. 

Took out his IMpe to charm her ; 

And whik he strove, with wanton Love, 

And sprightly Airs to warm her, 

She begged the Swain to play one Strain, 

In all the softest Measure, 

Whose killing Sound would sweetly wound. 

And make her die with Pleasure. 

Eager to do 't, he takes the Flute, 

And every Accent traces ; 

Love tickling through his Fingers flew. 

And whispered Meltins Graces : 

He playea his Part with wondrous Art, 

Expecting Praises after ; 

But she, mstead of falling dead. 

Burst out into a Laughter. 

Taking the Hint, as Cloe meant. 

Said he. My Dear be easy ; 

I have a Flute, which tho' *tis mute. 

May play a Tune to please ye : 

Then down he laid the charming Maid ; 

He found her kind and willing : 

He played again, and tho' eacli Strain 

Was silent, 3ret 'twas killing. 

Fair Cloe soon approved the Tune, 

And vow'd he ptay'd divinely ; 

Let's have it o er, said she, once more. 

It goes exceeding finely : 

The Flute is good that s made of Wood, 

And is, I own. the neatest ; 

Vet ne'ertheless, I must c<«le9s, 

TheJ^ilent Flute's the sweetesl. 
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u the Myclile Shulc, 
All hnil lo Ihe Nymplu of thr Fields ; 
Kin|^ wou'd not heie invade 
Tboac rieawin ihal Virtue yields. 
Chorus. 
Biauty Jun Bptns hir jtnui 
Ta n/Un Ike langiiiihiHg A/i'mff i 
^«rf Philli) »«/«■& 4*r CAflow ■ 
MA Phillis I aA, why » k,«df 
FkilHs, Ihou Soul of Love, 
Thou Joy of the neighluunng Swains ; 
PhUh) that crown* ihc Grove, 
And Pkiliis thai gilili ihe PluQi. ' 
Chorus. 

PhillU that tu'ir had tki Skill 
Tb paint, le patch, andiefint; 
Yti Phillii what Eyts tan till, 
IVkem Naiuri hati made divitn. 
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Phillis, whose channing Son); 

Mnkc* Labour and Paint a Deli^ ; 

PhiUis, thai makes Day young. 

And iboneni Ihe Uvc-long Night. 
CHOiti;s. 
PhiltU. vihtst Lips Hit May 
sua iaughs at tht Smili that Ihg' h-in 
fVhtrt Love nei'tr imniis Dirny, 
But lets with eternal Spritig. 

SONG XVII. 

As I beneath the Myrtle Shade lay muting, 
Sylvia the fail, in moumliil Sounds 
Venting her Grief, the Air thus wounds : 
Oh ! God of Love, cease lo lonnent me ; 
Send to my Aid some gentle Swain, 
Whose Halm apply'd may ease my Pun. 
Aloud I cry'd, and all the (irovc resounded. 
Heavenly Nymph, complain no more ; 
Love does thy wi^'d for Peace restore, 
And send a penile Swain lo case thee. 

In who. 

A Balm 




She blushed, and sigh'd, and pushed the Med'dnc from 

her, 
Which still the more cncreased her Pain : 
Finding at length she strove in vain, 
Oh ! Love, she cry'd, I must obey thee ; 
Who can the raging Smart endure ? 
Then sucked the Balm and found a Cure. 



SONG XVIII. 

As Chlor's^ full of harmless Thought, 
Beneath a Myrtle lay. 
Kind Love a youthful Shepherd brought, 
To |)ass the Time away. 

She blushed to be encountered so, 
And chid the am'rous Swain ; 
But as she strove to rise, and go. 
He pulled her down again. 

A sudden Passion seized her Heart 
In spite of her Disdain ; 
She found a Pulse in every Part, 
And I^ve in every Vein, 

Ah : Gods ! said she, what Charms are these, 

That conquer and surprize ? 

Oh ! let me — for unless you please, 

I have no Power to rise. 

She fainting spoke and trembling lay, 
For fear he should comply ; 
Her Looks and Eyes her Heart betray. 
And gave her Tongue the Lye. 

Thus she, who Princes had deny'd, 
With all their Pomp and Train, 
Was in the lucky Minute try*d. 
And yielded to a Swain. 

SONG XIX. 

Whilst on A/elanissa gazing, 
I survey each pleasing Grace, 
And, with eager Joys embracing. 
Dwell on that Angelick Face. 
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There, with endless RAptures kissing^ 
I could breathe my Soul away ; 
But my Eyes, the Pkasnze missiiig. 
Chide my Lip's too long T>elmj. 

Lest the Eye shoo'd want its Longing, 
I a while quit t' other Bliss ; 
But my Lips, their Loss bemoaning. 
Prompt me to another Kiss. 

Thus perpetually renewing 
Those two never-£&ding Joys, 
Kissing her, by turns, and viewing, 
Pleas'a I feast both Lips and Eyes. 

SONG XX. 

PhilHs has a gentle Heart, 
Willing to her Lover's Courting 
Wanton Nature, all Love's Art, 
To direct her in her Sporting : 
In th' Embrace, the Look, the Kiss, 
All is real Inclination ; 
No false Raptures in the Bliss, 
No feign'd Sighings in the Passion. 

But O, who the Charms can speak. 
Who the thousand Ways of toying. 
When she does the Lover make 
All a God in the enjoying? 
Who the Limbs that round him move, 
i{ And constrain him to her Blisses? 



Who the Eyes that swim in Love, 
Or the Lips that suck in Kisses ? 

O the Freaks when mad she grows, 
Raves all wild with the Possessing ! 
O the silent Trance that shows 
The Delight above expressing ! 
Every Way she does engage, 
Idly talking, speechless lying ; 
She transports me with her Rage, 
And she kills me in her Dying. 

SONG XXI. 

I gently touch'd her Hand, she gave 
A Look that did my Soul enslave ; 
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I prest her Rebel- Lips, in vain ; 
Tney rose up to be prest again : 
Thus happy, I no further meant 
Than to be pleased and innocent. 

On her soft Breasts my Hand I laid, 
And a (^uick li^ht Impression made ; 
They with a kindly Warmth did glow, 
And sweird and seem'd to over -flow ; 
Yet, trust me, I no further meant 
Than to be pleased and innocent. 

On her Eyes my E^es did stay, 

O'er her smooth Limbs my Hand did stray ; 

Each Sense was ravished with Delight, 

And my Soul stood prepared for Flight ; 

Blame not me if, at last, I meant 

More to be pleased than innocent. 

SONG XX n. 

An am'rous Swain to June pray'd, 
And thus his Suit did move, 
(jive me, oh! give me the dear Maid« 
Or take away my Love. 

The Goddess thunder'd from the Skies, 
And grai^ied his Request ; 
To make nim happy, made him wise, 
And drove her from his Breast. 



SONG XX HL 

Say, mighty Love, and teach my Song, 
To whom thy sweetest Joys belong. 
And who the happy Fairs, 
Whose yielding riearts and joining Hands 
Find Blessings twisted with their Bands, 
To soften all their Cares. 

Not the wild Herd of Nymphs and Swmins» 

That thoughtless fly into the Chains, 

As Custom leads the Way : 

If there be Bliss without Design, 

Ivies and Oaks may grow and twine. 

And be as blest as tlwy. 
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Nor the mad Tribe that HcU inspires 
Wilh wanton Flames, ihose raging Fires — 
The puier Bliu rteslroy : 
On Elaa't Toy lei Vvaia wed, 
And Sbecis of Lightnine dress ihe Bed, 
T' improve [he burning Joy. 
Nor Ihe dull Pair^ whose Marble Formx 
Nonf uf Ihc melting Pishc 
Con mingle Henrli; and Hands; 
Logs of gtecn Wood tlui quench the Conls 
Are nuuried Ju«t like Steici Souls, 
Wilh ofteis lor iheir Buids. 
Not Minds of melancholy Strain, 
Slill jilcnt, or ihal slill Mmplain, 
Can the dear Bondage hies : 
As well may tteavenfy Consorts spring 
From two o!d Luies wilh ne'et a String, 
" e beside Ihc Bass. 
Not can ihe soft Enchanlments llold 
Two iaTting SeiuU of angry Mould, 
The ruggea and the keen: 
Samfsms young Foxes m^ht as well 
In Bonds ofchearful Wedlock dwelt, 
Wilh Fire-brands ty'd between. 
Not let the crnel Fetters bind 
A gentle to a savaee Mind, 
For Love abhor* the Sight : 
Loom the fierce l^ser from tbe Deer, 
For rutiTe Rage and n^lre Fear 
Rise and forhid Delight. 
Two kindest Sonis alone mutt meet ; 
Tis Friendship makes the Bondage sweet. 
And feeds ibeir mutual Loves; 
Briehl Vtnui on her rolling ThroiM 
la drawn hv gentlest Birds alone. 
And Cupids yoke the Doves. 
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SONG XXIV. 

As Daffum wmtch'd his harmless Sheep 
Within a silent Shade, 
Lock'd in the Bands of downy Sleep, 
He saw his Channer laid ; 
And thus he hail'd the beauteous Maid : 

Air. 

Qose not those charming Eyes, 

M^ Life, my only Dear ! 

*Tis Night ttiey arise, 

Tis Day when they appear. 

Charm 'd with the tuneful Accents of his Voice, 
The lovly Virgin rear'd her Head ; 
For Damon's Song makes Sorrow's Self rejoice* 
So sweet ! 'twould e'en recal the Dead : 
Nor was the Nymph coquet or coy, 
Too well she knew the artless Boy ; 
With Fervour, not to be exprest. 
She clasped him to her snowy Breast, 
Who thus sang forth his Joy : 

Air. 

While in her Arms my Charmer holds me, 

I think the Queen of Love infolds me ; 

Less lovely Venus is than she, 

Adonis far less blest than me. 



SONG XXV. 

Musing on Cores of human Fate, 
In a sad Cypress Grove, 
A strange Dispute I heard of late, 
'Twixt Virtue, Fame, and Love: 
A pensive Shepherd ask'd Advice, 
And their Opinions crav*d. 
How he mignt hope to be so wise 
To get a Place beyond the Skies, 
And how he might be sav'd. 

Nice Virtue preach'd Religion *s Laws, 
Paths to eternal Rest ; 
To fight his King's and Country's CauM: 
Fame councelPd him was best ; 
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But Lmfe oppot'd thdr noisy Tongues. 

And thus their Votes out-brav'd : 
Get, get a Misstress, fair and young. 
Love fiercely, constantly, and long. 
And then thou shalt be sav'd. 



• , > Swift as a Thought the am'roas Swain 
' j : To Syhfia's Cottage flies ; 

In soft Expressions told her plain 
\ ' The Way to heav'nly Joys : 

She, who with Pity was stor'd, 
.i Delays no longer crav'd ; 

; j Charm'd by the God whom they ador'd, 

1 1 She smil'd and took him at his Word ; 

\ I And thus they both were sav'd. 

Jl 

:| SONG XXVI. 

■(! 

'I As on a vernal Evening fair, 

'I Damon and Ce^ia (happy Pair!) 

* I Sate on a flow'ry Bank reclin'd, 
' Beneath a fragrant Myrtle Shade, 

While their young Offsprine round 'em play'd. 
Thus ravish 'd Damon op'd nis Mind : 

Oh ! what happy State is this ! 
My CeOa I what a Heav*n of Bliss 
Does Love, pure, lawful Love supply ! 
Whether I turn my Look on thee, 
Or yonder Infant Charmer see. 
Still Views of Joy salute my Eye. 

jn I Life's highest Blessings all are mine, 

{ ' And doubly so by being thine. 

Dear Crown of all that I enjoy ! 
No anxious guilty Thoughts I find 
To discompose my Peace of Mind, 
.1 Pure Love yields Sweets without Alloy. 

I draw no ruin'd Virgin's Tear, 
No injured Parent's Curse I hear ; 

' { I dread no violated Laws ; 

j I I lose no Honour, waste no Wealth ; 



With no Diseases wound my Health, 
Foul as the shameful Crime their Cause. 
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Our holy Union Hcav'n approve?, 
And smiles indulgent on our I»ves, 
As our unnuml)cr'd Blessings show : 
Oh ! let our Virtue then improve, 
I>et us secure more Bliss above ; 
For more we cannot wish below. 



Finis. 
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